I  have  always  thought  of  Christmas  time  as  a 
good  time;  a  hind,  forgiving,  charitable,  pleasant 
time ;  the  only  time  I  know  of,  in  the  long  calendar 
of  the  year,  when  men  and  women  seem  by  one  con¬ 
sent  to  open  their  shut-up  hearts  freely,  and  to  think 
of  people  below  them  as  if  they  really  were  fellow - 
passengers  to  the  grave,  and  not  another  race  of 
creatures  bound  on  other  journeys.  And,  therefore, 
though  it  has  never  put  a  scrap  of  gold  or  silver  in 
my  pocket,  I  believe  that  it  has  done  me  good,  and 
will  do  me  good;  and  I  say,  God  bless  it!  — Dickens 
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*ir*HETHER  Pictui  *es,  Piture  Framing  or  Art  Wall  Hangings 
VXJ  yon  will  find  at  the  NEW  SCANTLEBURY  STORE  just,  what 
you  want.  New  Mouldings,  New  Ideas,  New  Store. 

10%  discount  to  Albert  College  students. 

Bring  in  your  Christmas  Picture  Framing  early. 

The  Scantlebury  Wall  Paper  Co.  and  Art  Store 


C.  B.  SCANTLEBURY,  Decorator 
Front  Street,  opposite  Victoria  Avenue 


Phone  193 
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Xnmu  to  Albert  (College  ^tubento 

Means  a  great  convenience  when 
they  are  able  to  purchase  their 

CLASS  PINS,  STIRLING  SILVER  NOVELTIES 
AND  JEWELRY  from  the  large  stock  of 


T.  BLACKBURN,  Jeweller  and  Optician 
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LEE  WAH 

Chinese  Laundry 

■ 

G.  S.  SHARPE 
Barber,  Etc. 

Opposite  Bank  of  Commerce 
Belleville,  Ontario 

Work  called  for  and  delivered 

Electric  Massage  a  Specialty 
Razors  Honed 

2  FRONT  STREET 
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If  our  work  pleases  you  tell  your 
friends.  If  it  doesn’t, 
kindly  tell  us. 
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When  You  Want  an 
“After  Lights”  Lunch 

Go  to  Harris  for  your 
Requirements.  We  al¬ 
ways  have  in  stock  an 
assortment  of  Fresh 

Pastry,  Fancy  Biscuits 
and  other  delicacies. 

We  solicit  your  patronage 

HARRIS’  GROCERY 

Just  around  the  corner 

North  Front  Street 

1  ■ 

■ - - - ■ 

(Collect'  Siaittmerg 

Also  Scribblers 

Note  Books 

Pens,  Ink  and 

Text  Books 

C.  L.  GALL,  Room  53 

TOP  FLAT 
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HONG  LEE 

Laundry 

We  pride  ourselves  in  being 
the  best  hand  laundry 
in  Belleville 

Albert  College  Branch 

James  Forman,  R.  48 

L - - - - - ■ 
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HARRY  LUM 

Chinese  Laundry 

356  FRONT  STREET 

Phone  570 

Every  Satisfaction  Guaranteed 

Special  Prices  for 

Families 

Parcels  Called  for  and  Delivered 

■ 

W.  S.  CLARKE 

THE 

“Albert9 

HOTOGRAPHER 


P.S. 

Three  extra  on  every 
dozen  is  our  special 
offer  to  students 


Studio:  Front  St.,  Belleville 


WILLARD'S 
CHOCOLATES 

We  are  Sole  Agents  for 
Willard’s  High  Class 
Chocolates 

What  could  be  more  accept- 
(j)  able  than  a  dainty  box  qJ 
of  these  high  class 
chocolates 
on 

THE  TRIP  HOME 
Price  25c  to  $2.50  Box 

LATTIMER  S  CUT  RATE 
DRUG  STORE 

“ KODAKS  ” 


When  You 
Buy  Your  Next 

[Suit 

Over  Coat 
Hat,  Cap 
or  anything  in 

$  Men’s  Wear 

Try 

Chas.  J.  Symons 

206  Front  Street,  Belleville, 
Ontario 

Men’s  Outfitter 

The  Store  With  the  Electric 
Man 


lias,  piallatT  8c  (to 


handle  the  very 
Vi/  best  grade  of  cho¬ 
colates,  also  the  finest 
baked  goods  in  the  city. 


3Jas,  lliatlacc  8c  (to 

Phone  172 


ALBERT  COLLEGE,  BELLEVILLE 


ALBERTUS 


ALBERT  COLLEGE,  DECEMBER,  1913 


GREETINGS 


TO  the  student  body  old  and  new, 
near  and  far,  I  wish  a  Merry 
Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year. 
May  the  best  and  brightest  of  your 
Christmas  seasons  be  the  one  you  are 
just  now  looking  forward  to.  May 
the  New  Year  come  to  you  freighted 
with  life’s  choicest  blessings. 

On  September  9th,  we  came  to¬ 
gether  in  a  new  relationship.  To 
some  of  you,  the  life  of  the  college  was 
familiar;  you  came  back  as  old  stud¬ 
ents.  To  me  it  was  both  old  and  new. 
I  came  back  as  an  old  student.  Here 
I  spent  six  of  the  most  delightful  years 
of  my  life;  here  I  graduated  in  Arts, 
for  in  those  days  Albert  College  had 
the  power  of  conferring  degrees.  I 
also,  came  back  as  a  new  student. 


Coming  to  the  Prineipalship  there 
was  a  new  life  with  its  new  problems 
for  me.  I  am  here  to  face  these  prob¬ 
lems  and  to  live  this  life,  giving  to  the 
students  and  the  college,  my  best  of 
body  and  of  brain. 

I  thank  you  for  your  assistance  in 
what  will  be  the  trying  year  of  my 
life.  I  am  assured  that  you  will  do 
your  part  not  only  to  maintain  the 
noblest  traditions  of  the  best  days  of 
college;  but,  also,  that  you  will  work 
with  me  to  place  Albert  in  a  position 
where  in  influence  and  power  it  will 
outshine  its  palmiest  days. 

Some  of  you  will  go  home  for  the 
holiday,  some  with  friends,  some  will 
stay  at  the  college.  Whether  at  home 
or  with  friends  or  in  the  old  school,  I 
wish  you  the  very  best  and  brightest 
of  Christmas  cheer.  May  the  joy  of 
the  Yule-tide  and  the  happiness  of  the 
New  Year  come  abundantly  to  each 
student  of  old  Albert. 

E.  N.  BAKER 

THE  Board  of  Management  of  “The 
Albertus”  has  asked  me,  as  the  in¬ 
mate  of  Albert  College,  who  has  seen 
longest  service  within  its  walls,  to 
give  greetings  to  students,  old  and 
new. 

To  you,  then,  beyond  the  seas,  in  the 
Far  East  and  the  distant  South,  who 
have  responded  to  the  call  of  God,  to 
carry  the  Glad  Tidings  even  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth,  I  wish  a  Blessed 
Christmas,  and  may  peace  and  good- 
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will  reign  not  only  in  your  hearts,  but 
also  throughout  awakened  China, 
Japan  and  Africa. 

To  you,  pursuing  studies  and  Post- 
Graduate  courses  in  the  great  Uni¬ 
versities,  I  wish  the  attainment  of 
your  highest  ideals  and  a  fuller  and 
deeper  knowledge  of  Christ  dwelling 
in  you. 

To  you,  whose  homes  are  in  the 
United  States  and  Mexico,  Bermuda  or 
the  West  Indies.  I  pray  that  God’s 
choicest  blessing  may  rest  upon  you, 


and  may  this  joyous  season  stir  you 
up  to  a  fuller  surrender,  that  the  Holy 
Spirit  may  work  through  you. 

To  you,  scattered  thoughout  our 
Dominion,  whether  in  the  frozen  ter¬ 
ritory  of  the  Yukon,  the  mountainous 
regions  of  British  Columbia,  the  Peace 
River  District  with  its  boundless  pos¬ 
sibilities;  sunny  Alberta;  the  prairies 
of  Saskatchewan  ;  Manitoba,  the 
gateway  of  the  west ;  our  beloved 
Ontario  ;  Quebec,  with  its  rap¬ 
idly  increasing  population,  or  the 
Maritime  Provinces,  or  perhaps  in 
adjacent  Newfoundland,  I  repeat  the 
challenge  that  our  country  is  making 
to  each  of  her  children,  that  we  be 
awake  to  our  responsibilities  and  that 
we  trust  the  God  of  wisdom  to 

“Help  us  to  father  a  nation,  strong 

In  the  comradeship  of  an  equal  birth 

In  the  wealth  of  the  richest  bloods 
of  earth.” 

To  the  members  of  our  present  fam¬ 
ily  I  wish  the  satisfaction  that  awaits 
those  who  have  been  loyal  to  their 
parents,  and  faithful  in  the  use  of  the 
time  and  talents  entrusted  to  them,  as 
well  is  all  the  joy  and  happiness  that 
spring  from  the  Christmas  reunion  of 
the  loved  home-circle. 

ELLA  GARDINER 


“L’ENVOI” 


When  Earth’s  last  picture  is  painted  and  the 
tubes  are  twisted  and  dried, 

When  the  oldest  colors  have  faded  and  the 
youngest  cities  have  died. 

We  shall  rest  and,  faith,  we  shall  need  it,  lie 
down  for  an  seon  or  two, 

T ill  the  Master  of  all  Good  Workmen  shall  put 
us  to  work  anew. 


And  those  that  were  good  shall  be  happy,  they 
shall  sit  in  a  golden  chair, 

They  shall  splash  at  a  ten  league  canvas  with 
brushes  of  comet’s  hair  ; 

They  shall  find  real  saints  to  draw  from— 
Magdalene,  Peter  and  Paul, 

They  shall  work  for  an  age  at  a  sitting  and 
never  be  tired  at  all. 


And  only  the  Master  shall  praise  us,  and  only 
the  Master  shall  blame, 

And  no  one  shall  work  for  money,  and  no  one 
shall  work  for  fame, 

But  each  for  the  joy  of  the  working,  and  each 
in  his  separate  star, 

Shall  draw  the  Thing  as  he  sees  It  for  the  God 
of  Things  as  they  are. 


—Kipling 
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Christmas 


ERE  the  moon  has  swung  again  in 
its  orbit,  the  greatest  festival  of 
the  Christian  year,  Christmas  1913  will 
have  become  part  and  parcel  of  irre¬ 
vocable  history. 

The  stars  in  their  regularity  symbol¬ 
izing  the  never  failing  care  of  the  Cre¬ 
ator,  and  in  their  soft  lustre  setting 
forth  the  tender  love  of  the  Father  of 
mankind,  have  arranged  themselves  in 
their  most  intricate  formations  and 
are  arrayed  in  their  purest  robes,  as 
they  were  on  that  pre-natal  night  two 
thousand  years  ago.  And  when  “in 
the  stilly  night”  one  gazes  at  the 
twinkling  gem  studded  vault  above 
him  and  realizes  that  each  tiny  jewel 
is  a  world  like  our  own  or  perhaps  the 
centre  of  a  complete  system,  we  realize 
how  fitting  that  one  of  that  starry 
host  should  be  the  harbinger  to  man 
of  his  dawning  day  of  freedom,  physi¬ 
cally,  mentally  and  spiritually. 

Even  the  very  winds  seem  cognizant 
of  the  fact  that  something  unusual  is 
to  be  celebrated,  for  they  have  ceased 
their  melancholy  howlings  and  bluster 
ings  and  have  become  almost  tranquil 
as  if  better  to  catch  the  first  notes  of 
the  angelic  overture  and  waft  them 
on  to  the  expectant  world. 

The  little  children  have  already  be¬ 
gun  to  gather  round  the  fire-place 
after  the  evening  meal  is  o’er  and  to 
tease  grandpa  till  he  tells  them  some 
more  of  Santa  Claus’  curious  freaks, 
and  best  of  all  the  old,  old  sweet  story 
of  the  wise  men  and  the  star,  -  the 
stable  rude,  the  door  ajar,  of  the  first 
good  Santas  bringing  incense  sweet  to 
lay  in  humble  adoration  at  an  infant’s 
feet. 

The  Messiah  had  long  been  waited 
for  by  the  Jewish  people.  Not  only 


waited,  but  longed  for.  And  in  the 
highest  conception  His  was  to  be  a 
kingdom  of  unrivalled  splendor,  an 
advent  triumphant  and  glorious,  be 
fitting  their  great  deliverer,  who 
would  release  them  from  Roman  dom¬ 
ination  and  establish  the  Judean 
kingdom  in  all  its  ancient  glory  both 
military  and  religious. 

But  not  to  the  stately  seers  of  Her¬ 
od’s  table  was  the  advent  first  revealed, 
nor  to  the  decorous  members  of  the 
Sanhedrin  was  it  made  known,  but  as 
has  always  been  the  case,  to  those  liv¬ 
ing  closest  to  nature  and  nature’s  god, 
the  simple,  worshipful  shepherds, 
watching  theirfiocks  on  Persian  plains, 
was  the  saving  truth  by  angelic  chor- 
sters  proclaimed,  of  a  child  in  a  Bethle¬ 
hem  manger  and  a  star  to  guide. 

In  faith  and  emparidised  in  beatific 
vision  they  follow  that  star  and  al¬ 
though  during  the  day  it  dims  and  is 
obscured,  and  Herod  and  his  scribes 
can  tell  them  nought  about  it,  till  at 
last,  it  shone  out  once  more  clear  before 
them  in  their  path  and  rested  and 
“they  rejoiced  with  exceeding  great 
joy.” 

They  found  the  King,  a  royal  child, 
true  to  promise,  of  the  seed  of  Jesse, 
but  in  unregal  surroundings.  Then 
those  wisest  of  earth  bend  in  humble 
adoration  before  a  little  babe  and  lay 
their  costliest  gifts  at  his  feet  and 
thanked  God  that  the  long  expected 
day  of  Judean  glory  had  arrived. 

Such  was  the  first  Christmas.  We 
ask  ourselves  has  it  like  many  another 
of  our  religious  days  lost  much  of  its 
old  time  meaning  or  been  robbed  of 
its  first  splendors.  To  answer  such 
questions  we  must  look  at  the  central 
figure — The  Christ.  Is  His  glory  wax- 
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ing  or  waning  ?  Does  His  name  mean 
more  to  our  age  than  to  His  ?  What 
of  the  future  ? 

The  waxing  fame  of  Christ  is  the 
most  striking  fact  of  our  era.  His  star 
is  causing  all  others  to  pale.  Indeed 
the  time  seems  rapidly  approaching 
when  society  will  have  but  one  Hero 
and  King  at  whose  feet  humanity  will 
empty  all  its  songs  and  flowers  and 
its  prayers  and  tears.  In  the  trium¬ 
phal  procession  of  the  Roman  con¬ 
queror  kings  and  princes  walked 
captives  in  the  emperor’s  train.  Thus 
all  the  greatest  men  of  the  past  gener¬ 
ations  seem  to  have  joined  Christ’s 
triumphal  procession.  Let  us  call  the 
roll  of  the  great.  Among  Carlyle’s 
last  words  were  these  :  “The  tidings 
of  the  most  important  event  ever 
transacted  in  this  world  is  the  life  and 
death  of  the  Divine  Man  in  Judea  at  once 
the  symptom  and  cause  of  innumerable 
changes  to  all  people  in  the  world.” 
John  Ruskin  says  his  life  has  been 
dedicated — not  to  “the  study  of  the 
beautiful  in  face  and  flower  in  land¬ 
scape  and  gallery,  but  to  an  interpre¬ 
tation  of  the  truth  and  beauty  of  Jesus 
Christ.”  Mathew  Arnold  the  modern 
humanist,  dying  said  :  “Christ  came 
to  reveal  what  righteousness  really  is; 
and  no  other  conception  of  righteous¬ 
ness  will  do  except  Christ’s  conception 
of  it — His  method  and  secret.”  James 
Martineau  was  the  first  defender  of 
Theism  of  the  century  in  point  of  in¬ 
fluence.  But  Martineau  asserts  that 
Christ  must  be  called  “the  regenerator 
of  the  human  race.  The  world  has 
changed,”  he  says,  “and  that  change  is 
historically  traceable  to  Christ.”  As 
we  search  through  the  writings  of 
Shakespeare,  perhaps  the  greatest  in¬ 
tellect  ever  known  in  it’s  many  sided 
splendor,  we  find  him  paying  revered 
tribute  to  the  Christ.  In  his  old  age 


this  earth  held  no  more  sublime  figure 
than  Mr.  Gladstone.  But  the  revered 
orator,  leader  and  friend  of  the  masses, 
seemed  to  feel  that  his  laurels  won  on 
the  rostrum  would  soon  fade.  He 
seemed  bent  on  weaving  a  wreath  for 
Him  whose  name  is  secure.  And  the 
spirit  of  their  day  is  typical  of  the 
spirit  of  to-day.  More  and  more  is  the 
Christ  life  becoming  the  ideal  for  all 
classes  and  in  the  light  of  His  teach¬ 
ing  our  great  industrial  and  social 
leaders  are  endeavoring  to  solve  the 
vexing  problems  of  the  hour.  His 
name  inspires  philanthropies  and  char¬ 
ities.  Reform,  duty,  art,  music,  states¬ 
manship,  democracy  and  philosophies 
have  joined  his  triumphal  procession. 

Soon  (because  Christ  taught  the 
Fatherhood  of  God  and  the  Brother¬ 
hood  of  Mankind)  the  king  and  the 
slave,  the  knight  and  the  peasant, 
kneeled  at  the  same  altar  for  marri¬ 
age,  fed  upon  the  same  spiritual  food 
and  when  the  journey  of  life  was  com¬ 
plete  the  same  simple  burial  service 
laid  all  at  rest.  He  unfurled  the  flag 
of  freedom  above  slave  markets  and 
waved  the  Golden  Rule  over  each 
legislature.  The  haunts  of  sin  and 
vice  heard  His  words,  “Blessed  are  the 
pure  in  heart,”  and  trembled.  Ah, 
well  they  knew  their  hour  of  glory 
had  departed  forever. 

But  while  Christianity  taught  men 
to  live  true  and  pure  in  this  proba¬ 
tionary  stage,  thus  fitting  themselves 
for  the  home  eternal,  many  incidental 
results  have  followed. 

From  the  time  when  as  a  mere  boy 
the  Master  conversed  with  wise  men 
in  the  temple,  Christianity  has  been 
the  friend  of  learning  and  intellectual 
freedom.  To  defend  and  propagate 
its  principles  teachers  and  preachers 
were  needed;  it  founded  colleges  and 
literatures.  Here  have  been  nourished 
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in  sympathetic  atmosphere  the  master 
minds  of  their  ages. 

To  describe  the  beauties  of  the 
heavenly  home  John  exhausted  his 
language  and  artists  in  trying  to  por¬ 
tray  the  land  beyond  the  grave  have 
brought  forth  the  best  that  art  can 
produce. 

In  the  realm  of  music  His  influence 
is  even  greater.  Never  before  have 
we  had  the  spectacle  of  all  nations 
uniting  to  praise  one  person  in  the 
same  form  of  speech.  It  is  true  that 
such  hymns  as  “Abide  With  Me”  are 
sung  not  only  by  citizens  of  England, 
France,  Germany,  Austria,  Persia, 
Russia,  Greece  and  Japan,  but  by 
pigmies  in  African  jungles,  the  crude 
pagan  in  northern  wilds  and  members 
of  Polenyasia.  And  is  the  world  tired 
of  singing  about  Christ  ?  From  the 
time  that  Luke  penned  his  exquisite 
idyl  of  the  overture  of  the  angels  till 
the  present,  never  before  were  there  so 
many  pens  busy  writing  hymns,  not 
mediocre  by  any  means,  but  hymns  of 
poetic  merit  as  there  are  to-day. 

W  e  are  told  of  an  English  jurist  who 
fell  asleep  and  dreamed  that  every 
Christian  idea  had  been  blotted  from 
his  law  books.  On  opening  he  found 
one-third  of  each  page  blank  and  the 
rest  meaningless.  So  to-day,  if  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  Christ  were  to  be  taken 
from  our  educational  institutions,  our 
libraries  and  museums,  all  would  be¬ 
come  practically  meaningless.  The 
very  structure  of  civilization  would 
crumble  into  a  heap  of  ruins. 

While  most  religions  are  pointing 
back  with  pride  to  the  golden  glory  of 
the  past,  for  Christianity  “the  golden 
glory”  is  in  the  morrow.  As  the 
engineer’s  plan  transforms  the  wasted 
energy  of  the  waterfall  and  makes  it 
grind  man’s  corn  and  turn  the  giant 
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wheels  of  industry,  so  the  mighty  un¬ 
folding  propaganda  of  Jesus  of  Naz¬ 
areth  unites  nations  and  lends  a 
definite  goad  to  history.  Beginning 
as  a  mere  dot  upon  the  map,  Christi¬ 
anity  has  now  subdued  whole  contin¬ 
ents  and  at  the  rate  of  progress  since 
Shakespeare’s  time  will  in  three  cen¬ 
turies  more  be  universal.  The  past  is 
secure.  The  present  is  ours,  for  to-day 
we  find  the  Christian  nations  the  dom¬ 
inant  nations,  holding  the  world’s 
purse  strings  and  the  world’s  sceptre. 

And  because  it  has  ideals  for  home 
and  forum  we  believe  that  the  future 
is  certain. 

Consider  for  one  moment  what  it 
would  mean  if  all  peoples  followed  the 
example  of  the  Christ.  What  would 
it  mean  ?  No  more  war,  no  monopo¬ 
lies  with  their  attendant  segregation 
of  the  masses,  no  crime,  and  each  his 
brother’s  keeper.  A  beautiful  dream 
you  say?  True,  but  the  dreamers  have 
ever  been  the  leaders  and  dreams  rule 
the  world,  and  methinks  the  day  is  not 
afar  off  when  men  and  events  will 
have  hastened  toward  “that  one  far 
off  divine  event  toward  which  the 
whole  creation  moves.” 

Therefore  let  us  be  glad,  let  us  cast 
aside  the  miary  garments  of  the  past, 
and  in  the  light  of  that  “Star  of  Beth¬ 
lehem’”  follow  till  we  too  reign  with 
Him  in  His  proven  kingdom.  And 
may  Christmas  cheer,  Christmas  gifts 
and  Christmas  festivities  and  reunions 
ever  turn  our  hearts  in  humble  ador¬ 
ation  to  Him  who  the  poet  addresses 
thus  : 

“Thou  seemest  human  and  divine 
The  highest,  holiest  manhood  Thou, 
Our  wills  are  ours,  we  know  not  why, 
Our  wills  are  ours  to  make  them 
Thine.” 
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ACH  CHRISTMAS  the  world  turns 
its  eyes  to  the  manger  cradle  and 
its  heart  grows  tender  as  it  gazes  on 
the  Babe.  The  busy  wheels  of  com¬ 
merce  are  partly  hushed  and  once  more 
the  listening  earth  hears  the  angels’ 
song,  “Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to 
men.”  Just  for  one  brief  day  the 
world  feels  the  brotherhood  of  man. 
But  this  bears  promise  of  the  time 
when  the  Christmas  spirit  will  brood 
over  the  land  through  all  the  year. 
Ring  out  glad  Christmas  bells  !  Ring 
your  joy  the  whole  world  round ! 
“For  unto  us  a  child  is  given.” 

In  Canada  how  can  we  best  keep 
Christmas?  How  share  our  joy  with 
the  less  fortunate  ?  In  one  way  by  re¬ 
membering  “the  stranger  within  our 
gates,”  our  brothers  from  lands  across 
the  sea.  It  is  in  hope  of  bringing  to 
the  minds  of  our  readers  these  strang¬ 
ers  that  the  management  has  decided 
to  publish  a  prize  essay  on  “The 
Foreigner,”  written  by  Douglas  Dick¬ 
son,  a  last  year’s  student  of  Albert. 
That  it  is  a  prize  essay  and  has  already 
twice  been  deemed  worthy  of  publica¬ 
tion  bespeaks  for  it  your  careful 
reading. 

The  Foreigner  in  Canada 

douglas  dickson,  Albert  College, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

We  are  face  to  face  to-day  with  the 
task  of  assimilating  into  our  citizen¬ 
ship,  peoples  of  various  tongues,  of 
ancient  and  to  us  peculiar  customs,  of 
less  independence  than  ourselves,  hav¬ 
ing  been  for  centures  forbidden  even 
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to  think  for  themselves  ;  people  to 
whom  the  real  advantages  of  educa¬ 
tion  and  experimental  religion,  as  yet 
mean  but  little  and  who  have  had  no 
responsibility  in  the  making  of  the 


laws  by  which  they  have  been  gov¬ 
erned.  But  withal  they  have  the  same 
kind  of  bodies  to  be  fed  and  clothed, 
the  same  kind  of  minds  to  be  trained, 
the  same  fatherhood  and  motherhood, 
the  same  love  for  dear  ones,  the  same 
capacity  for  joy  and  sorrow,  as  we 
ourselves  have.  These  future  fellow- 
citizens  come  from  the  oldest  historic 
lands,  lands  steeped  in  tradition,  cus¬ 
tom  and  ceremony  ;  from  the  frontiers 
of  Austria  and  Germany;  from  Poland, 
and  southern  Russia  nurtured  in 
tyranny  ;  from  Roumania,  Servia  and 
Greece,  Syria  and  Italy,  they  come  to 
us  in  almost  endless  stream. 

The  word  has  gone  forth  that  Can¬ 
ada  is  a  land  of  broad  acres  to  till,  of 
huge  tasks  to  be  done,  and  above  all 
that  Canada  is  a  land  of  Freedom.  It 
seems  a  pity  that  these  people  in  their 
eagerness  to  be  one  with  us,  should 
drop  so  readily  their  old  world  pic¬ 
turesqueness,  and  so  soon  become 
accomplished  in  our  vices  and  habits. 
Many  of  them  are  anxious  to  be  in¬ 
structed  and  informed,  but  many, 
whose  early  enthusiasm  has  been 
checked  and  chilled,  have  little  or  no 
desire  to  remain  with  us.  A  motley 
crowd  they  seem  at  times,  with  their 
multitude  of  languages  and  dialects, 
and  their  varied  religious  differences. 

Why  is  this  the  gigantic  problem 
that  it  seems  to  have  become  to-day  ? 

Because  among  other  things,  we 
have  forgotten  that  but  a  few  short 
years  divide  us  from  the  time  when 
our  clearings  were  the  camping  grounds 
of  the  red  men,  and  no  axe  as  yet  had 
rung  echoing  through  these  woods,  no 
axe  but  that  which  stripped  the  birch 
tree  of  his  cloak,  to  make  the  tiny 
vessel,  which  would  carry  the  brave, 
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skimming  over  these  waters  ;  waters 
which  knew  less  of  freedom  than  he. 
In  bondage  they  by  the  rocky  shores, 
but  he  restricted  only  by  the  shores  of 
time.  Free  as  the  wind  he  sped,  till 
the  first  foreigner,  tided  on  the  heav¬ 
ing  bosom  of  St.  Lawrence,  set  foot  in 
the  unknown  wilds.  To-day  the  red- 
man’s  problem  has  outgrown  him,  and 
he  must  needs  peep  from  his  dark 
seclusion,  to  see  new-born  races  striv¬ 
ing  for  place  and  power  in  his  old 
haunts;  and  his  old  problem  fall  upon 
other  shoidders. 

In  the  history  of  modern  civilization, 
there  is  no  nation,  in  all  those  of  earth, 
that  has  been  able  to  combine  vital 
progress  with  exclusion.  If  we  enclose 
a  body  of  water,  leaving  neither  inlet 
nor  outlet,  in  due  time  one  of  two 
things  must  happen.  Either  the 
waters  will  find  some  way  of  escape  or 
they  will  become  foul. 

As  we  think  of  progressive  nations 
of  to-day,  we  must  direct  our  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  various  degrees  of  freedom 
which  the  people  enjoy,  for  freedom 
and  progress  are  two  things  which  go 
hand  in  hand,  and  the  measure  of  free¬ 
dom  enjoyed  by  a  nation  marks  the 
extent  of  its  progress  and  develop¬ 
ment.  Not  the  freedom  of  lawlessness 
and  personal  gratification  where 
“every  man  is  a  law  unto  himself,”  but 
the  freedom  of  a  proper  adjustment  of 
wise  laws,  “for  the  people  and  by  the 
people.”  A  freedom  which  does  not 
permit  any  wrongs  to  escape  correc¬ 
tion  ;  which  does  not  permit  of  the 
manufacture  of  anything  which  would 
be  derogatory  to  the  health  of  the 
nation ;  which  does  not  allow  the 
needless  sacrifice  of  human  life  de¬ 
manded  by  much  of  one  so-called  civil¬ 
ization  to-day,  but  a  freedom  which 
makes  possible  the  purity,  happiness 
and  health  of  every  individual. 


Progress  springs  from  the  seed  of 
communication,  and  wherever  the  seed 
has  been  freely  sown,  the  harvest  has 
fully  justified  the  primary  risk.  Pro¬ 
gress  everywhere  because  of  communi¬ 
cation  has  meant  more  or  less  of 
emigration  and  immigration. 

From  the  old  fabled  times  of  the 
Phoenician,  through  the  history  of  the 
nations  of  the  ancient  world,  what 
each  has  added  to  each  marks  their 
advance  and  development. 

It  was  the  inception  of  new  blood, 
of  other  cultures  and  ideas,  and  the 
enfranchisement  of  other  peoples,  that 
spelled  the  power  of  the  Roman  Em¬ 
pire,  as  it  does  of  the  Empires  of  to¬ 
day.  In  the  past  centuries  none  of 
the  advancing  nations  could  call  them¬ 
selves  an  exclusive  people,  because 
each  has  been  built  up  of  many  peo¬ 
ples,  more  or  less  different  to  them¬ 
selves.  Even  so,  when  we  think  of 
our  boasted  British  nation. 

Looking  to  such  a  present  day  ex¬ 
ample  of  this  idea,  as  China,  the  same 
conclusion  regarding  true  progress  is 
evident.  China  is  a  practical  illustra¬ 
tion  of  the  long  enclosed  waters  finding 
a  means  of  escape,  and  who  shall  say, 
whether  or  not  China’s  progress  shall 
yet  sweeten  the  whole  earth. 

The  natural  conclusion  at  which  we 
arrive  is  that  cosmopolitanism,  that  is, 
the  blending  of  nations,  seems  to  be 
the  coming  condition  of  the  world,  and 
if  it  is  properly  controlled,  surely  it 
will  be  a  boon. 

We  in  Canada,  above  all  others,  have 
need  to  sanely  and  honestly  considei 
our  growth  as  a  cosmopolitan  nation. 

Our  land  is  vast  and  we  would  have 
it  peopled.  We  cannot  people  it  with 
the  wealthy.  We  would  not  if  we 
could,  for  wealth  never  yet  has  been  ;i 
true  nation  builder.  Wealth  means 
luxury,  and  those  who  enjoy  the  lux 
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urious  life  are  ever  repelled  by  the 
pioneer  life. 

For  many  years  our  call  must  go 
out  to  those  who  are  willing  to  live, 
and  work,  far  from  our  centres  of 
civilization,  where  every  turning  fur¬ 
row  deepens  the  foundations  of  our 
future  ;  and  wherever  we  find  those 
who  are  willing  to  put  their  heart’s 
blood  into  the  building  of  our  land, 
whether  it  be  “in  field  or  forest,  at  the 
desk  or  loom,”  they  should  receive  our 
welcome,  hearty,  strong,  undying. 

In  England,  Ireland  and  Scotland, 
perhaps,  we  desire  to  find  those  we 
need,  but  now  we  have  drained  these 
lands  of  their  young  blood  till  old 
Motherland  holds  up  her  hands  in  pro¬ 
test,  and  she  is  like  Rachael  “weeping 
for  her  children.”  Then  we  turn  to 
Europe,  where  we  find  those  who  are 
willing  to  come,  and  who  can  be 
spared,  but  alas!  we  have  developed  so 
fast,  our  courtesy  -is  at  the  lowest  ebb, 
and  we  receive  these  brave  hearts, 
scions  of  the  oldest  and  noblest  races 
of  the  earth,  with  suspicion,  unkind¬ 
ness,  and  lack  of  Christian  love.  Our 
English,  Irish  and  Scotch  we  induce 
by  every  wile,  to  go  to  our  far  lands, 
begging  that  they  accept  the  gift,  but 
when  the  shiploads  arrive  from  middle 
Europe,  we  pen  the  newcomers  off  and 
send  them  in  droves  to  city  factories, 
logging  and  construction  camps. 

They  come  to  us,  splendid  brawn 
and  muscle,  simple,  trustful,  from 
lands  where  they  have  lacked  most  of 
the  advantages  and  privileges  we  en¬ 
joy  ;  but  we  have  forgotten  that  our 
schools  are  comparatively  recent  in¬ 
stitutions,  and  that  our  religion, 
which  has  made  us  what  we  are,  is  not 
a  sole  right  for  ourselves,  but  a  herit¬ 
age  in  trust  for  all  men. 

In  after  years  these  men  will  say, 
“  VVTe  are  the  builders  of  Canada’s  rail¬ 


ways  and  canals,  we  were  the  diggers 
of  Canada’s  coal,  we  cut  down  Can¬ 
ada’s  forests,”  and  how  long,  chink 
you,  will  it  be  ere  they  shall  say,  “We 
are.  the  makers  of  Canada’s  laws”  ? 

To-day  we  have  direct  steamship 
service  between  Austria  and  Canada, 
which  means  that  improved  methods 
of  transportation  will  increase  the 
number  of  those  who  will  come  to  us. 
Present  immigration  evidences  the 
rapidly  advancing  change  in  our  social 
and  national  life,  and  if  we  do  not 
meet  our  responsibilities  in  a  worthy 
manner,  what  of  the  Canadian  of  one 
hundred  years  hence  ? 

We  look  at  our  foreign  brother,  and 
we  say  “  he  is  ignorant.”  He  has  had 
little  chance  to  be  anything  else,  and 
yet,  the  only  endeavour  we  make  to 
improve  that  is  a  private  one,  when  it 
should  be  a  national  one. 

We  say,  “he  is  drunken.”  Our  for¬ 
eign  brother  has  never  had  so  much 
freedom,  nor  such  generous  laws  as  he 
finds  in  our  land  and  also  he  has  noth¬ 
ing  to  take  the  place  of  his  old  sur¬ 
roundings,  and  amusements,  and  most 
of  all,  our  failure  to  cope  with  our 
own  national  evil,  entraps  our  foreign 
brother,  and  his  moral  standards  still 
further  degenerate.  In  the  same  way 
we  turn  loose  upon  him  our  varied 
vices  and  habits  without  offering  warn¬ 
ing,  or  providing  protection,  and  give 
him  little,  if  any,  of  our  consolation. 
He  has  been  accustomed  to  some  form 
of  religious  ministrations,  which,  how¬ 
ever  inefficient  it  may  have  been,  has 
yet  given  him  the  right  to  count  him¬ 
self  a  sharer  in  Christian  truth,  a  right 
which  we  deny,  else  we  would  meet 
him  with  brotherly  love. 

It  is  an  appalling  fact,  that  in  nearly 
all  the  momentous  questions  that 
past  gener  ations  have  been  called  up¬ 
on  to  decide,  it  has  taken  such  loss, 
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such  suffering  to  bring  home  the  neces¬ 
sity  of  action.  Shall  this  question, 
that  rises  so  rapidly  to  a  place  of 
greatest  importance,  for  Canadians,  go 
the  usual  way,  and  total  up  its  pitiful 
cost,  before  we  shall  seek  to  do  our 
duty. 

We  lay  the  burden  upon  the  Church¬ 
es,  but  this  is  no  problem  for  a  Church 
or  denomination  until  the  day  all  de¬ 
nominations  become  one.  This  prob¬ 
lem  of  the  foreign  population,  is  one 
for  every  Church,  every  denomina¬ 
tion,  every  organization,  every  part  of 
our  Government,  and  most  of  all  for 
every  individual  Canadian. 

With  these  people  we  have  a  won¬ 
derful  opportunity,  and  we  can  mould 
them,  if  we  will,  into  what  we  will, 
provided  that  we  begin  before  they 
have  had  long  experience  of  neglect. 

Our  breweries  have  no  objection  to 
taking  their  money,  and  supplying 
them  with  a  very  poor  return  for 
value.  Our  merchants  are  pleased  to 
serve  them,  and  receive  their  patron¬ 
age.  Our  employers  of  labor  find  them 
faithful  workers,  and  are  glad  to  have 
them,  but  in  nearly  all  else  we  neglect 
them.  We  house  them  in  a  certain 
way,  and  allow  certain  conditions  to 
develop,  then  we  wonder  they  do  not 
rise  above  their  surroundings. 

We  have  considered  the  foreigner  in 
Canada  as  a  great  responsibility;  let  us 
learn  instead  to  consider  the  foreigner 
as  a  great  national  asset. 

The  Canada  of  to-day  has  brighter 
prospects  perhaps,  than  any  land  in 
this  old  world,  has  ever  dreamed  of; 
brighter  prospects  of  world  power  and 
commercial  wealth;  brighter  prospects 
of  domestic  happiness  and  peace. 
There  is  no  land  to-day,  that  has  real¬ 
ized  such  a  responsibility  in  the  Chris¬ 
tianizing  of  other  and  less  fortunate 
nations;  and  shall  it  be  said  that, 


“  Canada  going  forth  afar  on  mercy’s 
errand,  yet  holds  aside  her  skirt,  lest  it 
brush  against  the  poor  stranger  in  her 
own  streets”  ? 

It  has  been  said,  “A  nation's  power 
lies  in  the  happiness  of  her  homes.” 
Then  it  is  ours,  to  so  educate  and  help 
our  foreign  brothers  and  sisters,  that 
in  the  years  to  come,  we  shall  be  a  na¬ 
tion  of  happy  homes.  If  we  can  do 
this,  then  over  the  world  will  go,  Can¬ 
ada’s  fame  as  the  home  of  brother¬ 
liness,  and  the  highest  possible  fame 
shall  be  ours,  in  the  accomplishment 
of  the  truest  and  best. 

“  Then  let  us  pray,  that  come  it  may, 
As  come  it  will,  for  a’  that, 

That  sense  and  worth,  o’er  a’  the 
earth, 

May  bear  the  gree,  an’  a’  that. 

For  a’  that,  an’  a’  that, 

It’s  coming  yet,  for  a’  that, 

That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o’er, 

Shall  brithers  be,  fora’  that.” 

Helen’s  Change  of  Heart 

ELEN  opened  her  eyes  just  as  the 
maid  was  lighting  the  fire  in  her 
cosy  sitting-room.  The  cold  December 
air  was  blowing  through  her  bed-room 
window,  and  her  first  sensation  was  a 
delightful  warmth  of  her  bed.  But  in 
a  minute,  she  felt  a  stinging  about  her 
eye-lids,  for  it  was  Christmas  morning 
and  she  was  very  far  from  home.  Now 
Helen  was  the  most  capable  of  mod¬ 
ern  young  business  women  and  not  at 
all  given  to  tears.  But,  after  all, 
Christmas  day  has  a  bewitching  in¬ 
fluence  even  on  an  ambitious  news¬ 
paper  woman  in  search  of  careers. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  “Merry  Christ¬ 
mas”  of  a  passer-by  wafted  in  through 
the  window  that  caused  Helen  to  pay 
a  visit  to  her  Ontario  home-town,  led 
by  the  spirit  of  Christmas  Past,  and  on 
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her  return,  she  was  just  a  very  home¬ 
sick  girl. 

She  had  made  her  room  very  gay 
with  holly  the  week  before.  She  had 
even  sent  off  her  gifts  with  a  brave 
heart.  But  this  morning,  the  pungent 
smell  of  her  evergreens  caused  her 
home  to  rise  before  her  eyes,  and 
brought  a  lump  to  her  throat.  They 
had  always  had  a  tree  ever  since  she 
could  remember,  for  her  father  was 
the  personification  of  the  Christmas 
spirit.  She  knew  where  it  would 
stand  to-day,  gay  with  its  cheap  little 
decorations.  There  would  be  a  mois¬ 
ture  about  her  father’s  eyes  as  he 
thought  of  his  absent  youngest  daugh¬ 
ter.  He  would  be  his  own  dear  bright 
self,  making  fun  for  the  others,  but 
there  would  be  loneliness  for  her. 
Mother,  whose  hair  was  the  dearest 
white  in  the  world,  would  be  openly 
blue.  Her  sister  would  be  there  with 
her  noisy  little  brood. 

“How  I  would  like  to  cuddle  wee 
Peter  Paul,”  thought  Helen,  and  a 
little  sob  escaped  her. 

The  maid  turned  from  her  task  with 
a  “Merry  Christmas,”  and  a  choked 
voice  responded.  1 

“This  will  never  do,”  Helen  told  her¬ 
self  sternly  as  she  hurried  into  her 
bath.  She  dressed  with  care  although 
she  knew  she  had  the  whole  long  day 
to  spend  alone  in  her  boarding-house, 
Christmas  is  a  home  day  and  people 
are  selfish  in  their  joys,  remembering 
the  poor  at  their  doors,  but  forgetting 
the  strangers  within  their  gates. 

Although  an  attractive  and  clever 
young  woman,  and  although  she  had 
made  many  friends  in  her  few  short 
months  in  that  western  town,  Helen 
had  received  only  one  invitation  for 
Christmas.  That  was  from  her  best 
friend,  but  as  it  was  for  six  o’clock 
dinner,  the  whole  long  day  stretched 


out  before  her  barren  as  the  wind 
swept  prairies. 

Helen  watched  for  the  mail-man  im¬ 
patiently,  but  when  he  came  and  she 
saw  all  the  loving  thought  for  her  ex¬ 
pressed  in  the  gifts  and  letters,  her 
home-sickness  deepened.  Besides,  there 
was  ;  one  letter  lacking  and  Helen 
missed  it  sadly,  though  nothing  would 
have  made  her  acknowledge  it.  Jack 
might  have  written.  She  couldn’t  help 
preferring  a  chance  to  win  fame  in 
journalism  to  being  his  wife.  But, 
when  they  had  been  the  best  of  friends 
for  years,  he  surely  might  have  writ¬ 
ten  at  Christmas. 

Helen  walked  to  the  window  and 
looked  out.  Just  acioss  the  way  lived 
a  young  couple  with  a  dear  wee  boy 
who  reminded  Helen  of  Peter  Paul. 
The  curtains  were  drawn  and  Helen 
could  see  the  baby  in  his  mother’s 
arms,  crowing  and  lifting  dimpled 
arms  towards  a  Christmas  tree.  The 
husband  and  father  stooped  over  the 
two,  and  Helen  turned  hastily  away. 

The  other  window  commanding  the 
street  was  no  better.  No  one  was 
alone.  Even  the  little  maid  was  hur¬ 
rying  towards  church  with  a  gay 
crowd  of  friends. 

“I  hate  Christmas  just  like  Scrooge,” 
thought  Helen  as  she  listened  to  the 
,  church  bells. 

She  tried  to  write  a  letter  and  tore 
it  up,  then  she  tried  an  article.  It,  too, 
found  the  waste-paper  basket.  At  last, 
Helen  donned  her  wraps  in  desper¬ 
ation  and  walked  and  walked  until  the 
Christmas  twilight  fell  and  the  home 
lights  shone  out  on  the  snow.  The 
windows  lured  Helen’s  eyes  as  the 
light  the  little  night  moth.  The  happy 
home  scenes  that  she  saw  made  her 
heart  ache  dully.  Christmas  day  is  a 
home  day,  not  a  day  for  brain  women 
who  want  a  career. 
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It  was  dark  when  she  entered  the 
boarding-house,  knowing  she  had 
barely  time  to  dress  for  dinner. 

“There’s  a  caller  for  you  Miss,”  said 
the  little  maid.  “He  is  waiting  in 
your  sitting-room.” 

“My  chief,  I  suppose,”  thought 
Helen  as  she  mounted  the  stairs. 

She  opened  the  door.  The  room  was 
lighted  only  by  the  fire  light,  but  the 
figure  in  her  favorite  chair  was  not 
her  chief,  who  was  a  little  man.  She 
closed  the  door  and  six  feet  two,  rose 
suddenly  and  faced  her.  Helen  gave  a 
little  cry  and  ran  right  into  the  open 
arms. 

An  hour  later  the  telephone  buzzed 
persistently.  Helen  rose  reluctantly 
from  her  favorite  chair,  which  was  big 
enough  for  two. 

“Hello  !  ’ 

“Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear,  forgive  my 
unpardonable  rudeness.  A  friend  has 
come  from  home  and  I— well  dear — 1 
forgot  it  was  dinnei  time.” 


“No,  thank  you.  He’s  terribly  shy — 

“What’s  that  ?” 

‘‘Yes,  it’s  Jack.” 

“I  don’t  suppose  you  will  ever  for¬ 
give  me.” 

“Well  perhaps  we  may  drop  in  for  a 
few  minutes  but  he  has  so  much  ,  news 
from  home — ”  •<£ 

■  ’>*  ■  z  -:»r  fy-* 

“Well  it  is,  too.  Don’t  tease.  Good-'  Y 
bye  dear.  Don’t  you  love  Christmas  ?” 

And  she  returned  to  the  arm  chair. 

“Why,  you  poor  starved  dear  !  A 
nice  wife  I’ll  be,  forgetting  you  need 
any  meals  at  all.  Will  you  have  din¬ 
ner  here  or  go  down-stairs  ?” 

“Here.  I’m  so  glad  ;  I  love  it  here 
it’s  so  Christmas-like.  I  just  love 
Christmas  with  you,  but  it  was  awful 
all  day.” 

After  a  minute  :  “Why  Jack  there 
isn’t  any  mistletoe  here  at  all  ;  but 
never  mind,  I  wish  there  were.” 

And  thus  Christmas  won  one  more 
woman  for  a  home,  for  love  is  the  song 
of  the  Christmas-tide. 


Prize  Story  Competition 


(t-yHE  ALBERTUS”  editorial  staff 
take  pleasure  in  announcing 
a  Prize  Story  Contest.  It  is  hoped 
that  many  of  the  students  will  take 
part  in  this  competition.  We  feel  that 
many  of  the  students  are  capable  of 
doing  good  work  in  this  sphere  of  liter¬ 
ary  activity.  To  stimulate  such  to  a 
use  of  their  power  we  open  the 
contest. 

RULES 

1  All  stories  must  be  in  the  hands  of 

the  editor-in-chief  not  later  than 
January  7th,  1914. 

2  The  writing  must  be  legible  and  on 

one  side  of  the  paper  only. 

3  The  story  must  not  contain  more 


than  2,500  words.  Competitors 
must  certify  on  their  manuscript 
that  they  have  complied  with  this 
rule. 

4  Stories  must  be  written  specially 

for  this  contest,  i.  e.,  essays  writ¬ 
ten  for  class-work  will  not  be 
accepted. 

5  Prizes  will  not  be  awarded  if  the 

stories  submitted  are  not  deemed 
worthy  of  publication. 

6  “The  Albertus”  Board  reserves  the 

right  to  publish  any  or  all  of  the 
stories  submitted. 

The  Judges  are  : 

Miss  Ella  Gardiner,  B.  A. 
>  Mrs.  E.  N.  Baker 

R.  J.  F.  Staples,  B.  A. 
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EDITORIAL 


Truly  we  may  exclaim  “Tempus 
fugit.”  Another  year  has  almost  gone 
its  course  and  another  Christmas-tide 
is  almost  with  us.  Christmas  with  all 
its  merriment;  Christmas  with  all  that 
it  means  to  us  as  a  Christian  nation; 
Christmas  with  its  opportunities  to 
gladden  some  others  less  fortunate 
than  ourselves. 

Let  us  all,  at  this  Yule-tide,  make 
the  very  best  use  of  each  opportunity 
to  gladden  others,  and  if  through  the 
humble  agency  of  any  one  of  us,  a 
beam  of  sunlight  is  cast  into  a  life 
darkened  by  despair,  we  shall  find  in 
our  lowly  sphere  the  ultimate  fulfill¬ 
ment  of  that  ancient  scriptural  declar¬ 
ation,  “It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than 
to  receive.” 

* 

#  * 

The  interest  shown  by  members  of 
the  faculty  and  the  student  body  in 
the  “Albertus”  has  been  a  matter  of 
deep  gratification  to  the  editorial  and 
business  staffs  of  the  paper,  and  we 
take  this  opportunity  to  extend  to 
them  our  thanks. 


There  is  one  thing,  in  particular, 
missing  from  our  columns,  and  that  is, 
original  poetry  by  the  students.  Let 
all  the  aspiring  Homers,  Sapphos  and 
Anacreons  bring  their  lights  out  from 
under  a  bushel  that  the  readers  of  the 
“Albertus”  may  see  their  good  works 
and  glory  in  them. 

* 

* 

New  Year’s  Resolutions 

As  we  look  back  over  the  year  of 
1913  how  many  of  the  resolutions 
formulated  on  January  1st  have  been 
successful  in  surviving  the  ravages  of 
time  ?  Truly,  with  the  poet,  we  might 
well  say  : 

“Our  resolutions  like  ashes  are. 

They’re  lying  all  about, 

It’s  very  easy  to  make  them 
But  we  hate  to  carry  them  out.” 

And  as  another  New  Year’s  Day 
draws  nigh,  we,  no  doubt,  again  reach 
that  mental  attitude  that  tells  us  to 
take  stock  of  ourselves,  and  in  doing 
this,  we  find  to  our  alarm  that  “The 
debit  side  is  increasing  in  a  most 
alarming  way,”  and  we  realize  that 
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some  remedy  must  be  found  to  alter 
the  existing  state  of  affairs.  The  poem 
by  Walt  Mason,  given  below,  contains 
a  fine  remedy  and  is  expressed  in  such 
a  manner  that  we  might  all  well  heed. 

* 

*  * 

A  New  Year  Vow 

I  don’t  go  much  on  gilded  vows,  for 
I  have  made  them  in  the  past,  and 
they  are  with  the  bow-wow-wows — 
they  were  too  all-fired  good  to  last. 
And  so  I’ll  make  one  vow  to-day  :  I’ll 
simply  try  to  do  my  best ;  that  vow 
shall  help  me  on  my  way,  for  it  em¬ 
braces  all  the  rest.  I’ll  take  the  middle 


of  the  road  and  try  to  be  a  manly  man. 
A  man  may  end  his  journey  here,  too 
poor  to  buy  a  decent  shroud,  and 
planted  be  without  a  tear, of  mourning 
from  the  worldly  crowd  ;  but  when 
he’s  in  the  judgment  scale,  he’ll  come 
triumphant  from  the  test ;  no  man  has 
failed,  no  man  can  fail,  who  always, 
always  does  his  best.  And  though  my 
pathway  be  obscure,  and  void  of  honor 
and  applause,  and  though  the  lean  wolf 
of  the  moor  to  my  cheap  doorway  nearer 
draws,  I’ll  keep  a  stout  heart  in  my 
breast  and  follow  up  this  simple  plan  : 
I’ll  always  do  my  very  best  and  try  to 
be  a  manly  man. 


Qa 


Religious  Work 


Christmas  Thoughts  on 
Missions 

HRISTMAS  will  soon  be  here  and 
it  might  be  profitable  for  us  to 
reflect  what  it  means  to  us  and  con¬ 
trast  it  with  the  conditions  that  pre¬ 
vail  abroad.  We  are  all  aware  that 
the  joys  of  Christmas,  together  with 
all  the  attendant  blessings  of  civiliz¬ 
ation,  are  due  entirely  to  the  Babe 
who  was  born  in  the  manger  of 
Bethlehem. 

In  “Things  as  They  Are”  the  author 
describes  a  vision  which  came  to  her 
at  this  Christmas  season.  The  heathen 
were  stone  blind  and  were  falling  over 
a  precipice.  There  were  one  or  two 
sentinels  at  distant  intervals  but  the 
supply  was  totally  inadequate.  To 
the  right  a  group  of  Christians  were 
singing  “Christians  Awake,  Salute  this 
Happy  Morn,”  and  “Hark  the  Herald 
Angels  Sing”  whilst  they  were  busily 
occupied  making  daisy  chains.  Oc¬ 


casionally,  a  piercing  shriek  was  heard 
which  scarcely  disturbed  them;  they 
had  home  interests  and  simply  could 
not  be  bothered. 

This  seems  to  be  true  to-day.  If  we 
were  told  that  the  Gospel  was  only  for 
Albert  College,  we  would  be  shocked; 
nor  would  we  believe  it  if  we  were 
told  that  “the  glad  tidings  of  great 
joy”  were  only  for  white  folk.  Yet, 
looking  around  Christendom  at  this 
Christmas  season,  there  is  surely  some¬ 
thing  wrong  somewhere.  Suppose  we 
had  only  fifteen  missionaries  for  the 
whole  of  Canada,  what  would  be  the 
result  ?  Yet  that  is  the  situation 
abroad  to-day.  The  needs  are  appal¬ 
ling;  yet  many  are  absorbed  in  other 
things  and  cannot  hear  the  cries  of  the 
people  across  the  sea  saying,  “Come 
over  and  help  us.” 

We  do  not  wish  to  sound  a  pessimis¬ 
tic  note,  yet  facts  are  stubborn  things 
and  we  are  sorry  to  relate  that  there 
were  never  so  few  volunteers  in  the 


Page  Eighteen 


ALBERTUS 


history  of  our  beloved  institution.  It 
is  our  firm  conviction  that  if  more 
would  make  an  intelligent  study  of 
missions  this  Christmas,  there  is 
enough  of  the  heroic  in  us  that  many 
would  be  eager  to  give  themselves  to 
this  work. 

•  There  are  sixty  millions  in  West 
China  in  the  Province  of  Sz  Chuan 
with  a  handful  of  missionaries.  They 
do  not  enjoy  the  blessings  of  Christ¬ 
mas  because  they  are  Christless;  and 
the  pity  of  it  all  is  that  few  will  vol¬ 
unteer  to  help  them.  Are  we  dead  to 
mercy  and  compassion?  We  do  not 
believe  it. 

The  open  door  calls  and  the  plea 
of  destitution  is  even  stronger  than 
that  of  opportunity.  The  call  comes 
ringing  “Send  the  Light.” 

In  China  this  Christmas  there  are 
lips  mutely  eloquent,  eyes  that  have 
never  been  illumined  by  a  great  vision, 
hearts  that  have  never  thrilled  with 
passion  for  another’s  wrong.  As  stud¬ 
ents,  the  knowledge  of  these  Christless 
millions  should  come  like  a  call  from 
Macedonia.  If  we  stay  at  home  we 
may  never  find  elbow  room  for  our 

capacities.  There  are  with  us  prospec¬ 
tive  doctors,  lawyers,  engineers  and 

preachers  about  to  practice  where 
there  is  much  competition.  Why  not 
invest  in  a  larger  service  for  humanity? 
Who  would  naturally  prefer  to  leave 
the  warmth  and  comfort  of  hearth 
and  home  and  the  love  of  the  family 
circle  to  go  after  a  lost  sheep  whose 
cry  we  have  faintly  heard  in  the  howl¬ 
ing  of  the  tempest?  Yet  such  is  the 
glory  of  the  task  that  neither  home 
ties  nor  home  needs  can  hold  back 
those  who  have  caught  the  vision  and 
the  spirit  of  the  Great  Shepherd.  It 
is  true  that  we  cannot  all  go,  but  we 
can  help  in  some  way.  We  are  about 
to  select  our  Christmas  presents.  Can 


we  not  make  a  sacrifice  for  these  peo¬ 
ple  until  it  hurts?  There  is  a  strangely 
pathetic  story  told  of  a  shipwreck.  A 
man  was  putting  on  his  belt  contain¬ 
ing  his  purse  when  a  little  girl  stepped 
up  and  said  “Won’t  you  save  me?” 
He  had  to  choose  quickly,  and  quietly 
threw  the  belt  into  the  boiling  surf 
and  swam  to  the  shore  with  the  girl; 
thus  his  money  was  changed  into  a 
human  life.  Money  for  human  lives  ! 

It  was  only  a  mite  that  I  had  to  give 
That  the  dying  heathen  might  hear  and  live. 
Yet  it  was  all  that  I  could  afford. 

Wilt  Thou  say  “Inasmuch”  for  that,  dear 
Lord  ? 

We  would  have  had  no  Christmas  if 
Christ  had  not  given  Himself.  What 
can  we  give  for  Him  ?  All  that  we 
give,  all  the  human  life  poured  out  as 
a  free  libation  on  the  altar  of  missions, 
shall  be  abundantly  compensated  in 
the  fulfillment  of  the  prophesy  we 
utter  in  our  psalm  of  praise  : 

Jesus  shall  reign  where’er  the  sun 
Doth  his  successive  journeys  run 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  sun  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

H.  W. 

Report  of  Students’  Missionary 
Conference 

LEVEN  of  the  staff  and  students 
of  Albert  College  spent  a  very 
pleasant  time  in  old  Kingston  where 
thev,  with  some  three  hundred  and 
fifty  other  delegates  from  the  colleges 
of  Ontario  and  Quebec,  gathered  to¬ 
gether  in  Grant  Hall,  Queen’s  Uni¬ 
versity,  during  the  fourth  annual 
Students’  Missionary  Conference, 
which  was  held  November  17th  to  19th. 

From  both  social  and  missionary 
standpoints  the  Conference  was  an 
unprecedented  success.  Much  credit 
is  due  to  Queen’s  University  and  the 
citizens  of  Kingston,  who  so  cheer¬ 
fully  opened  their  homes  and  hospit- 
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ably  entertained  the  delegates.  For 
those  who  were  entertained  without 
board,  meals  were  served  in  Grant 
Hall,  and  the  lady  students  carefully 
saw  to  it  that  the  inner  man  was 
bountifully  supplied.  On  Friday  and 
Saturday  luncheon  was  served  in 
Grant  Hall  for  all  delegates  including 
Queen’s,  and  the  walls  resounded  with 
college  yells. 

There  was  a  spirit  of  earnestness 
throughout  the  Conference.  The  work 
in  India  was  presented  strongly  by 
the  following  returned  missionaries  ; 
G.  B.  Archer,  M.  D.,  who  told  of  the 
medical  work;  H.  E.  Stilwell,  B.  A.,  of 
the  work  of  a  general  evangelist,  and 
Miss  Florence  Clearihue  presented  the 
Women’s  work. 

Dr.  Chas.  A.  Webster,  of  Syria,  spoke 
appealingly  and  with  great  earnest¬ 
ness  of  the  work  in  Turkey.  After 
telling  of  the  great  work  that  the 
faithful  few  were  striving  to  accom¬ 
plish  in  the  name  of  the  Master  in  the 
heart  of  Mahometaneism  both  in  medi¬ 
cal  and  educational  work,  he  said, 
“You  speak  of  China  and  India  as 
being  the  great  problems  of  the  Chris¬ 
tian  Church  to-day.  China  and  India 
are  not  her  problems,  for  their  doors 
are  wide  open.  Her  problem  is  Tur¬ 
key.”  And  in  closing  he  said,  “You 
ask  me  the  questions,  ‘Are  you  glad 
you  went  to  Turkey  ?’  ‘Are  you 
happy  ?’  I  reply,  discouragements  are 
immense,  trials  great,  but  I  would  not 
think  of  returning  to  Canada.  I  love 
the  people  in  Turkey;  my  heart  is 
there,  my  home  is  there,  and  I  am 
going  back.” 

On  Sunday  afternoon  Murdock 
McKenzie,  D.D.,  spoke  on  “The  China 
of  Yesterday,  To-day  and  To-morrow,” 
after  which  the  meeting  was  thrown 
open  and  many  helpful  questions  sent 
in  and  answered. 


One  of  the  most  impressive  meetings 
was  held  on  Sunday  morning  in  one  of 
the  class-rooms  in  Grant  Hall.  It  was 
specially  for  student  volunteers  and 
was  addressed  by  C.  W.  Bishop,  B.A., 
National  Council  Y.  M.C.A.,  and  Wil¬ 
bert  B.  Smith,  of  New  York,  Y.M.C.A. 
Secretary.  Mr.  Bishop  took  as  his 
subject,  “Consecration,”  and  showed 
that  there  were  different  conceptions 
of  consecration.  There  were  those 
who  consecrated  themselves  to  God 
for  some  particular  part  of  the  world, 
possibly  the  foreign  field.  This  is  geo¬ 
graphical  consecration.  Others  were 
willing  to  consecrate  themselves  in 
some  specific  vocation,  such  as  the 
ministry  at  home,  and  a  large  number 
who  having  turned  over  the  question 
of  foreign  and  home  work,  and  decided 
that  it  was  impossible  for  them,  com 
placently  folded  their  arms  and  re¬ 
signed  all  responsibility.  Complete 
consecration  is  a  willingness  to  do  God’s 
will  in  any  sphere,  in  any  place,  or  in 
any  way,  as  God  may  direct.  One 
who  is  thus  consecrated,  if  he  be  a 
volunteer  for  foreign  work,  and  if  God 
sees  fit  to  keep  him  at  home,  will  not 
be  utterly  cast  down,  but  will  gladly 
do  all  he  can  just  where  he  is.  But 
God  cannot  prevent  a  man  from  going 
to  the  foreign  field  if  he  never  gets 
started. 

On  Sunday  evening  five  of  the  stud¬ 
ent  volunteers  gave  brief  addresses, 
telling  of  their  call  to  the  foreign  field, 
among  whom  was  A.  E.  Armstrong, 
M.A.,  a  former  Albert  student,  now  of 
McGill. 

The  keynote  of  the  whole  Confer¬ 
ence  was  struck  by  Mr.  W.  A.  Cameron, 
B.A.,  of  Toronto,  when  he  said,  “Mis¬ 
sions  are  not  an  occasional  duty, 
missions  are  no  postscripts,  missions 
are  the  essential  necessity  of  every 
true  Christian  life.”  M.  L.  C. 
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A  Football  Ballad 

ACKYVARD,  turn  backward,  oh 
Time,  in  thy  flight, 

Put  me  together  just  for  to-night; 

Paste  on  the  ear  that  was  torn  off  last 
week, 

Rip  the  adhesive  tape  off  from  my 
cheek, 

Gi  •ease  up  my  knee  so  it  works  as  of 
yore, 

Make  me  dependent  on  crutches  no 
more  ; 

Make  me  look  less  like  a  nursery 
puzzle, 

Reset  the  teeth  in  my  battered-up 
muzzle  ; 

Pull  out  the  kinks  that  are  wound  in 
my  spine, 

Fill  in  the  holes  that  are  cut  in  my 
rind  ; 

Extract  the  rainbow  that  shines  in  my 

eyes, 

Fix  up  my  nose  to  its  natural  size  ; 

Put  me  together  and  fix  me  up  right, 

Make  me  a  boy  again  just  for  to-night. 

—The  Collegian 

FOOTBALL 

Albert  vs.  Ontario  School  for 
the  Deaf 

THE  “Alberts”  met  with  a  defeat  at 
the  hands,  or  more  correctly,  the 
feet  of  the  team  representing  the 
“School  for  the  Deaf.”  The  contest 
was  a  good  one,  a  hard  game  being 
played.  There  is  no  doubt  now  in  our 


minds  that  the  “D  &  D’s”  can  play 
football.  They  played  an  excellent 
combination  game  and  that  kind  of 
play  is  hard  to  “buck  up”  against. 

Pimlott  in  goal  saved  several  hard 
shots.  Millar  played  his  usual  dash¬ 
ing  game.  Goldie  (Appolo)  was  there 
forty  ways  all  through  the  game.  Old 
“Brisquette”  doubled  himself  up  like 
an  interrogation  mark  and  went  after 
the  ball,  but  invariably  was  dismayed 
to  find  it  gone  before  he  got  there. 
But  when  it  came  to  putting  oppon¬ 
ents  on  the  shelf,  Ransom  took  the 
laurels.  He  put  two  over  the  ropes 
and  didn’t  leave  them  enough  breath 
to  utter  even  a  feeble  remonstrance. 
You  must  be  careful  Ransom  for  you’re 
“some  delicate  youth.”  Clapp  and 
Mac  were  safe  at  back,  although  a 
stroke  of  hard  luck  on  their  part  cost 
us  the  game. 

Billy  Box  was  knocked  out  in  the 
second  half  and  Batstone  tried  to  keep 
the  crowd  back,  hollering  “give  him 
air,”  when  to  the  amazement  of  all, 
Box  said,  “Air  be  hanged.  I  don’t 
want  air;  that’s  all  I’ve  had  to  live  on 
since  September.” 

The  D’s  are  good  sports  and  we  hope 
to  reverse  the  result  of  this  game  on 
the  college  campus  before  long  if  the 
weather  man  favors  us. 

— “Scrimmage” 
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Hockey 

LMOST  every  day  I  hear  this 
question,  “Well,  Pim,  what  kind 
of  a  hockey  team  is  Albert  going  to 
have  this  winter  ?”  I  generally  say, 
“Well,  wait  and  see,”  but  I  will  tell 
you  right  now  that  with  the  “puck 
chasers”  already  present,  we  can  have 
a  team  to  surpass  that  of  last  year, 
which  came  so  near  winning  the  city 
championship.  There  is  also  a  pos¬ 
sibility  of  more  players  coining  in  at 
Christmas,  so  Albert  will  have  a  bet¬ 
ter  chance  than  ever,  but  why  not  get 
busy  and  repair  our  rink  and  keep  the 
green  grass  from  growing  all  around 
and  sometimes  in  the  centre. 

BASKETBALL 

Albert  vs.  Springer  Lock  Co. 

LBERT  suffered  defeat  in  their 
first  game  of  the  season,  yet  it 
was  a  splendidly  fought  game.  The 
Lock  Men  seemed  to  have  a  few  of 
their  strongest  springs  with  them  for 
they  kept  up  a  strong  pace  from  start 
to  finish.  Norton  kept  a  close  watch 
over  Ketcheson  and  managed  to  hold 
him  down  in  good  shape.  The  girls 
were  present  in  goodly  numbers  and 
there  is  no  doubt  about  the  enthusi¬ 
asm  they  put  into  the  team,  for  every 
cheer  meant  several  baskets.  We  ap¬ 
preciate  their  presence  at  our  games 
in  no  small  degree.  We  hope  that  as 
the  winter  advances  and  our  team  has 
more  practice  together,  to  place  a 
combination  on  the  floor  which  will 
carry  on  the  college  honors  in  this 
great  indoor  pastime.  It  is  a  pity  our 
gallery  is  so  unsuited  for  seeing,  and 
one  must  needs  stretch  his  neck  far, 
if  he  do  not  happen  to  stand  in  the 
front  rank. 


Albert  vs.  O.  S.  D. 

ASPLASHINGLY  fast  game  of 
soccer  football  was  played  on 
the  Albert  College  campus,  November 
20th,  1913,  when  the  invincible  team 
from  the  Ontario  School  for  the  Deaf 
was  defeated  for  the  first  time  this 
season  and  it  was  their  tenth  game. 

Great  credit  is  due  O.  S.  D.,  also 
Albert,  for  the  absence  throughout  the 
game  of  unsportsmanlike  play.  The 
field  held  little  pools  of  water,  which 
seemed  not  to  dampen  the  players’ 
football  ardor,  but  everything  over¬ 
head  was  beautiful.  Many  enthusiasts 
witnessed  the  play,  which  did  not  lag 
at  any  time.  O.  S.  D.  had  the  better 
part  of  the  first  half  and  Albert  scored 
the  only  two  goals  in  the  second  half. 
Prof.  E.  L.  Burrill  refereed.  Keep  it 
up,  boys;  it  sounds  more  natural. 

Albert  vs.  High  School 

YES,  it  was  quite  a  game.  It  was 
easy  the  best  game  between  the 
schools  for  some  time  back.  We  could 
not  do  many  wrong  things  as  all  the 
players  worked  like  one  man.  Their 
combination  was  quite  a  treat  to 
watch.  The  tactics  of  Ransom  were 
excellent,  in  fact  all  the  forward  line 
played  good  football.  Our  half-back 
line  was  just  a  little  weak  owing  to 
one  of  the  players,  whose  charges  were 
fast  and  furious,  in  fact  sometimes  so 
fast  that  he  would  misjudge  himself 
and  kick  space  instead  of  the  ball.  A 
little  more  practice  will  make  him  per¬ 
fect,  then  he  will  be  able  to  leave  the 
unknown  quantity  alone  and  kick  the 

ball  instead.  The  High  School  boys 
also  played  well,  especially  the  goal 
keeper.  It  was  he  who  saved  his 
school  from  certain  defeat.  The  game 
ended  in  a  draw,  a  fair  result  of  a 
hard  fought  battle. 


— By  “A  Rooter” 


—Observer 
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Rugby 

LBERT  lost  to  Napanee  Collegiate. 
Play  started  at  2.30,  Saturday, 
November  22nd.  Field  was  in  ex¬ 
tremely  bad  condition  as  one  side 
resembled  the  remains  of  a  baptismal 
service. 

N.  C.  I.  won  toss  and  kicked  with  a 
slight  wind.  Clapp  takes  ball  on  run 
and  makes  25  yards.  A.  C.  try  end 
run,  Box  makes  ten  yards.  On  A.  C’s. 
first  down  McAllister  punts  a  beauti¬ 
ful  inside  kick,  but  Box  unable  to  get 
the  ball,  gets  the  man.  N.  C.  I.  try 
two  bucks  but  fail.  Albert  line  play¬ 
ing  sensational  ball.  N.  C.  I.  kick  on 
third  down.  McAllister  recovers  but 
gets  no  yards.  A.C.  get  ball  on  N.C.I. 
25  yard  line.  McAllister  kicks  onside 
and  Box  recovers  and  is  down  on  N.C. 
I.  ten  yard  line.  Maas  makes  three 
yards  on  A.  C.’s  first  down.  Box  runs 
over  for  a  touch  (5)  on  A.  C.’s  second 
down.  Box  fails  to  convert.  First 
quarter  over.  A.  C.  5,  N.  C.  I.  0. 

N.  C.  I.  kick  off.  Maas  recovers  and 
makes  15  yards.  A.  C.  loses  ball  on 
first  down.  (Interference).  Roche 
makes  sensational  tackles.  N.  C.  I. 
backs  make  yards  on  end  runs*  Taylor 
tackling  beautifully.  A.  C.  gets  ball. 
McAllister  makes  great  save.  N.  C.  I. 
play  good  ball  and  Grange  gets  touch 
after  two  well  directed  bucks  (5). 
N.  C.  I.  try  convert  but  fail.  Half¬ 
time  score — N,  C.  I.  5,  A.  C.  5. 

A.  C.  kick  off.  Hanna  makes  sen¬ 
sational  save  by  falling  on  lose 
ball.  A.  C.  have  great  support  from 
Pimlott.  Horning  and  Lumb  in  scrim¬ 
mage.  A.  C.  looses  ball  on  Hanna’s 
fumble.  Walker  and  Rawson  are 
playing  grand  football,  following  up 
and  tackling  well.  McAllister  is  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  punting  duel  and  gets  the 


best  of  the  argument.  Box  runs  out 
from  behind  line  for  20  yards. 
McAllister  kicks  over  N.  C.  I.  line  and 
Taylor  an,d  Box  downed  Grange  for  a 
safety  touch  (2).  Play  now  mostly  at 
centre.  Third  quarter  over.  A.  C.  7, 
N.  C.  1.  5. 

A.  C.  has  ball  on  N.  C.  I.  ten  yard 
line  but  lose  on  second  down,  N.  C.  I. 
not  knowing  the  game.  Prof.  Root 
has  several  confabs  with  the  N.  C.  I. 
players.  N.  C.  I.  work  ball  up  field 
nicely  and  on  three  bucks  and  end  run 
make  a  flukey  touch  (5).  N.  C.  I.  try 
to  convert  but  fail.  A.  C.  boys  having 
hard  luck.  Norton  and  Maidens  are 
staring  on  the  line.  A.  C.  work  hard 
and  have  ball  in  N.  0.  I.  territory  all 
the  time.  Maas  fumbles  McAllister’s 
perfect  pass  as  ball  is  very  slippery 
and  A.  C’s.  chances  are  lost.  Game 
over.  N.  C.  I.  10,  A.  C.  7. 

Prof.  Roote  handles  game  to  satis¬ 
faction  of  both  teams.  A.  C.  boys 
require  much  praise  for  their  gameness 
as  N.  C.  I.  have  had  several  practices. 

The  line  up  as  follows  :  (Flying 
wing)  Maas,  (R.  H.)  Box,  (C.  H.)  Mc¬ 
Allister  (captain),  (L.  H.)  Clapp,  (quar¬ 
ter)  Hanna,  (Scrimmage)  Pimlott, 
Horning,  Lumb,  (I.  W.)  Rawson, 
Walker,  (M.  W.)  Maidens,  Norton, 
(O.  W  )  Taylor,  Roche. 

Referee — Prof.  Root.  Timer — Prof. 
Ireland. 

RUGBY  TREATS 

How  did  McGregor  get  lost  ? 

Who  paid  Hanna’s  bus  fare  ? 

When  did  C.  W.  Roche  enlist  as  a 
cradle  snatcher  ? 

What !  “  McAllister  and  Prof. 

Root  entertained  by  the  Mayor  !” 

The  actions  of  the  Prof.’s  coming 
home  made  those  present  believe 
Albert  won. 

Pimlott  was  musical  attraction  at 
“Campbell  House.” 
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A  Freshette’s  Impressions 

of  the  Masquerade 

EALLY  it  was  the  most  fun  I’ve 
had  since  I  came.  I  was  mighty 
glad  I  wasn’t  the  first  one  to  be  thrust 
out  for  the  gentlemen’s  inspection.  I 
was  hoping  I  could  get  with  the  one  I 
wanted,  and  I  watched  for  him,  but  no 
chance  !  I  was  pushed  out  in  the  hall 
and  a  boy  was  shoved  out  from  the 
opposite  door  and  we  had  to  go  to¬ 
gether.  But  say,  if  you'd  ever  seen 
him  !  Why,  I  had  on  a  pretty  little 
costume  and  I  hoped  to  be  fortunate 
enough  to  be  put  with  a  nicely  cos¬ 
tumed  man,  but  as  luck  would  have  it, 
didn’t  they  shove  out  a  clown  at  me. 

Of  course  I  didn’t  know  who  he  was 
and  he  didn’t  know  me,  end  I  was 
cross  anyway,  so  I  scarcely  spoke  to 
him  at  all,  but  when  I  saw  lots  of  girls 
with  fellows  they  didn’t  want,  having 
a  jolly  time,  I  knew  if  I  was  going  to 
have  any  fun  at  all  I’d  have  to  make 
up  to  my  clown.  You  see,  I  wasn’t 
the  only  one  anyway,  because  I  know 
a  girl  that  wanted  Goldie  the  worst 
way  and  she  was  with  a  Rube.  So,  I 
didn’t  care  so  much,  and  I  just  started 
to  have  a  good  time.  Why,  we  walked 
round  and  round  the  chapel  and  talked 
about  everything,  and,  believe  me, 
there  was  everything  to  talk  about. 

Why,  I  expected  to  see  all  the  theo- 
logues  in  clerical  garbs  and  the  sports 
in  baseball  suits  or  hockey  outfits  or 
something  of  that  kind,  but  I  was 
sadly  mistaken.  Why,  the  very  first 
one  that  caught  my  eye,  was  Mr. 
White  in  a  rugby  suit.  Fancy  Mr. 
White  playing  rugby  !  And  there  was 
Mr.  Miller,  not  a  miller,  but  a  sailor; 


there  was  Mr.  Rawson  a  bonny  Scotch¬ 
man,  and  our  real  Scotchman,  Alex. 
MacGregor,  a  raw  Canadian  recruit. 
There  was  Hughie  MacGregor  as  a  coy 
little  maid  with  dear  little  hands 
dangling  down,  and  Doug  Wright  ail 
English  dude,  addressing  the  Dr.,  “I 
say,  old  chappie,  a  jolly  fine  evening!” 
Prof.  Staples  made  an  excellent  an¬ 
cient  soothsayer,  with  such  a  nice  soft 
beard  to  stroke,  and  there  was  Mr. 
Cobb  a  rube,  with  “Slumbering”  Leavitt 
as  Hiram,  his  son.  They  were  great ! 
Mr.  Cobb’s  outfit  was  complete,  and 
really,  he  could  act  it  to  perfection. 
You  see,  the  funny  part  of  all  these 
was  that  scarcely  any  of  them  showed 
up  their  real  selves,  but  that  was  the 
best  part  of  it  for  it  would  be  simple 
enough  for  a  clown  of  a  fellow  to  be  a 
clown,  and  a  rube  to  be  a  rube  and  a 
dude  a  dude,  but  believe  me,  it’s  an¬ 
other  thing  to  act  r  part  that  isn’t 
natural  for  you. 

Of  course  there  were  some  whose 
costumes  just  suited  to  perfection. 
Now,  Mr.  Mair  !  why  he  was  a  genuine 
“gospel  grinder”  according  to  St.  Mair; 
a  dozen  masks  wouldn’t  have  disguised 
him.  With  him  we  should  really  class 
a  couple  of  our  saintly  (?)  Maidens  who 
were  guised  as  cloister  nuns — imagine! 
Really,  some  of  us  girls  almost  wished 
we  had  lived  in  the  time  of  Robin 
Hood,  he  did  look  so  nice.  Didn’t 
Miss  Gardiner  make  the  dearest  old 
lady  ?  I  hope  I’ll  see  her  some  day 
when  she^is  an  old  lady,  for  she’ll  be  a 
sweet  old  one,  and  Miss  Hardy’s  Irish 
smile  was  in  good  part  with  her  cos¬ 
tume. 

We  had  to  have  some  who  would  in¬ 
deed  uphold  the  dignity  of  our  school, 


Page  Twenty-Four 


ALBERTUS 


and  the  18th  century  gentlemen  did  it 
alright.  They  really  might  have  step¬ 
ped  up  from  those  by-gone  days  just 
for  this  occasion.  They  were  im¬ 
mense  ! 

As  I  said,  these  aristocratic,  or  may¬ 
be  less  foolish  ones,  upheld  the  dignity 
of  the  college,  while  the  foolish  (?)  ones 
provided  the  fun — especially  the 
clowns  and  rubes.  Why,  Mr.  Pimlott 
was  a  whole  show  in  himself  he  was 
so  funny.  Why,  in  the  music  room 
some  one  was  playing  rag  time  on  the 
piano  and  this  clown  was  dancing  on 
the  table,  and  once  they  knocked  the 
table  right  over.  I  thought  any  min¬ 
ute  some  one  would  come  in  and  stop 
them  but  they  didn’t. 

Well,  just  about  then,  they  began  to 
take  their  masks  off,  and  who  do  you 
suppose  I  was  with  ?  Oh,  I  wouldn’t 
d&re  tell  you,  but  it  was  the  one  I 
wanted  all  the  time,  and  neither  of  us 
knew  it.  After  that  we  did  have  a 
good  time,  and  when  the  refreshment 
bell  rang  we  went  down  to  the  dining 
hall  together,  and  mind  you,  I  sat  on 
the  boys’  side  of  the  table.  I  didn’t 
know  whether  I’d  get  a  call  or  not, 
but  some  others  did  it  too,  so  I  risked 
it.  We  had  good  things  to  eat,  and 
we  certainly  ate  them  too,  and  we  had 
heaps  of  fun  and  then  the  girls  sang 
their  masquerade  song  that  some  of 
them  had  composed  and  it  was  awfully 
funny.  But  I  can  tell  you  I  was  glad 
they  didn’t  have  anything  to  sing 
about  me.  Wouldn’t  it  be  awful  to 
be  sung  about  before  the  whole  school? 
They  had  lots  of  jokes  and  things  but 
I  was  talking  to  “Him”  most  of  the 
time  so  I  guess  we  missed  some.  We 
were  just  having  a  lovely  time  when 
we  had  to  get  up  and  go  up  stairs. 
But  mind  you,  it  was  after  eleven 
o’clock,  and  I  thought  we’d  break  up 
right  away,  but  no  Sir  !  it  must  have 


been  nearly  12  o’clock  when  we  went 
up  to  our  rooms. 

I  guess  I  was  almost  the  last  one  up, 
too,  for  1  just  hated  to  have  to  break 
up, 'we’d  had  such  a  jolly  time.  I  just 
wish  there  were  a  dozen  Hallow’en’s 
in  the  year  because  its  lots  more  fun 
than  pokey  old  promenades. 

— “Little  Miss  Fix-it” 


Albert  College  Recital. 

N  Friday  evening  the  College 
Chapel  was  crowded  with  a  select 
audience  who  listened  very  appreci¬ 
atively  to  an  excellent  programme 
provided  by  the  Departments  Piano, 
Vocal  and  Expression.  The  numbers 
were  as  follows  : 

1.  Piano  Duet  -  Polaeca  “Overture  Mignon” 

The  Misses  LaVoie  [Thomas 

2.  Song  -  “The  Ninety  and  Nine”  -  Campion 

Miss  Moran 

3.  Piano  -  Consolation  -  Kirchner 

Master  Bruce  Tower 

4.  Recit  and  Aria  -  The  Soft  Southern 

Breeze  “Rebekah”  -  Barnby 
Mr.  R.  J.  F.  Staples 

5.  Reading  -  “Corporal  Dick’s  Promotion” 

Mr.  Douglas  Wright  [Conan  Doyle 

H.  Song  -  “  The  Homeland”  -  Slaughter 

Miss  Eva  LaVoie 

7.  Piano  -  “The  Two  Larks”  -  Leschetizsky 

Miss  Sadie  Edwards 

8.  Song  -  “  Song  of  the  Armourer  ”  (Robin 

Hood)  -  -  Reginald  De  Koven 

Mr.  Fred  Burke 

9.  Piano  -  “Polonaise  in  A”  -  Chopin 

Miss  Margaret  Brown 

10.  Duet  -  “A  Night  in  Venice”  -  Lucantoni 

Miss  M.  Hughes,  Mr.  Staples 

11.  Reading  -  “The  Stove  Pipe  Hole” 

Mr.  George  Kelly  [Drummond 

12.  Male  Quartette  -  “A  Song  of  the  South” 

[Carroll 

Messrs.  Staples,  Brotherhood,  Cameron 
Burrill  and  LaVoie 

13.  Organ  -  Cantilene  Nuptials 

V  -  Dubois 
Grand  Choeur  J 
Miss  Edna  Wallace 

“God  Save  The  King” 

The  general  note  expressed  was  that 
each  and  every  number  reflected  credit 
upon  the  head  of  each  department  re¬ 
presented. 
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Mrs.  Baker  “  At  Home  ” 

line  of  carriages  and  cabs  in  front 
of  the  doctor’s  home  and  the  lady 
teachers  wearing  their  Sunday  best 
was  an  announcement  to  the  Albert 
stundents  that  Mrs.  Baker  was  hold¬ 
ing  her  first  reception  since  moving 
to  Belleville. 

The  rooms  were  prettily  decorated 
with  chrysanthemums  and  smilax. 
Assisting  Mrs.  Baker  in  the  drawing¬ 
room  were  her  sister,  Miss  Oxford, 
Miss  Gardiner,  Miss  Hardy  and  Mrs. 
Scantlebury.  In  the  tea-room  Mrs. 
Rupert  and  Mrs.  Root  presided  behind 
the  tea  and  coffee  urns,  and  the  other 
lady  members  of  the  staff  fulfilled  the 
duties  of  waitresses.  All  afternoon 


there  was  a  constant  stream  of  callers, 
showing  that  the  down-town  ladies 
desire  to  meet  our  new  principal’s 
wife.  The  gentlemen  were  conspicu¬ 
ous  by  their  absence,  though  a  few  did 
stray  in  during  the  evening.  To  bal¬ 
ance  a  tea-cup  carelessly  in  one  hand, 
while  a  sandwich  threatens  to  dive 
floorward  and  to  talk,  meanwhile,  un¬ 
concernedly  to  the  one  next  to  him, 
does  not  appeal  to  the  average  man. 
But,  boys  you  don’t  know  what  you 
missed  not  to  meet  Mrs.  Baker  in  her 
own  home,  for  “to  know  her  is  a  lib¬ 
eral  education.”  Of  course,  you  could 
not  have  gone  anyway  for  it  wasn’t 

Friday,  but  its  rumored  that  there’s  a 
good  time  coming  both  for  you  and 
the  girls  when  you  meet,  less  formally, 
our  principal’s  wife  in  her  own  home. 


6^ 

For  Auld  Lang  Syne 


Mrs.  Roberts  (nee  May  Osborne), 
spent  a  few  days  at  the  College,  the 
guest  of  Miss  Spargo. 

Harry  White  is  taking  second  year 
Arts  in  Edmonton  University. 

Miss  Lottie  Mason  is  at  the  Deacon¬ 
ess  Training  School  in  Toronto. 

Earle  Walker  is  preaching  at  Gled- 
how,  Sask. 

Bert  Strongman  is  attending  Uni¬ 
versity  in  Edmonton. 

Among  those  who  attended  the 
Inter-collegiate  Missionary  Conference 
held  in  Kingston,  November  7  to  10th 
inclusive,  were  Misses  Copeland,  Gross- 
kurth,  Hughson,  Spargo,  Strangways, 
Edwards,  McDonald ;  Messrs.  John¬ 
son,  Tourney,  Stokes,  Terry  and  Prof. 
Burrill. 


Miss  Evangeline  Batstone  and  Miss 
Margaret  Scott  are  training  in  the 
Lindsay  Hospital. 

Miss  Ethel  Culbert  is  at  Victoria. 

Miss  Dunnet,  travelling  Secretary  of 
Y.W.C.A.  Normal  Schools,  spent  a 
couple  of  days  with  us  last  week. 

On  October  14,  1913,  the  Polymnian 
Society  was  reorganized  for  the  year 
1913-1914.  Miss  E.  Gardiner,  presided, 
and  the  following  officers  were  elected: 

President— Miss  M.  Hughes. 

Vice-President — Miss  Ruby  Hastie. 

Secretary — Miss  Olive  Robinson. 

Treasurer — Miss  Reta  Moorehouse. 

Critic — Miss  Spargo. 

Pianist — Miss  Grosskurth. 

Glee  Club  Leader— Miss  P.  McDonald 

Reading  Room  Committee  —  Miss 
Stella  Lumb,  Miss  Ella  Thompson, 
Miss  Reta  Moorehouse. 
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Mr.  P.  Caven  is  in  Toronto. 

The  Editor  was  the  recipient  of  a 
letter  from  Mrs.  Betts,  who  is  at  Al¬ 
berta  College,  Edmonton.  She  extends 
her  greetings  to  all  the  old  students. 
We  are  pleased  to  say  Mrs.  Betts  is 
doing  well  and  likes  the  west  very 
much. 

J.  F.  Seale  is  preaching  at  Tom- 
baldy,  Ont.  Forest  is  at  Fort  Stewart 
preaching.  Driscoll  is  attending  uni¬ 
versity  at  Edmonton. 

We  are  pleased  to  welcome  to  our 
midst  some  promising  new  students, 
viz.,  Hilliard  Flynn,  Robert  Benson, 
Sidney  Wood,  and  Fred  Armitage. 

Prof.  A.  E.  McCutcheon  is  at  Vic¬ 
toria  University. 

T.  W.  F.  G.  Andrews  and  P.  Daniels 
wish  to  be  remembered  to  their  old 
classmates. 

Mervin  Piper  and  C.  Hankinson  are 
at  Alberta  College,  Edmonton. 

Commercial  College  Notes 

Miss  Martha  Harris  and  Everett 
Prindle,  graduates  of  Albert  Business 
College  in  Tl-12,  are  bookkeeping  in 
Belleville. 

Neil  McPhee  of  same  year,  is  attend¬ 
ing  Varsity. 

Two  students  in  the  persons  of 
Misses  Van  Velzor  and  Lownsbrough, 
are  located  in  a  reputable  law  office  in 
Regina. 

Finlay  Beaton  is  employed  at  Fort 
William.  The  last  three  named  are 
respective  winners  of  penmanship, 
stenography  and  bookkeeping  medals. 

Miss  Zeta  Keetch  is  at  her  home  in 
the  Soo. 


Miss  Jennie  Hughson  teaches  short¬ 
hand  on  the  commercial  staff  of  Albert 
College. 

Ritchie  Ketcheson  is  at  his  home, 
Sidney  Crossing. 

Miss  Norma  Johnson,  graduate  in 
T2-13,  is  employed  in  her  father’s  office 
at  Moscow. 

Miss  Vera  Lacey  completed  her 
bookkeeping  and  stenography  last 
year,  also  Grace  Joyce,  who  now  holds 
a  position  in  a  Belleville  real  estate 
office. 

Misses  Alma  Dunning  and  Rena 

Campbell,  medalists  in  business  pen¬ 
manship  and  stenography  respectively, 

’12-13,  are  lucratively  employed  in  the 
Capital  city. 

Arthur  Boyer,  general  proficiency 
bookkeeping  medalist,  is  working  at 
Dunnville,  Ont.,  and  Edgar  Whitney 
at  Atherley,  Ont. 

Miss  Madge  Campbell  clerks  for  a 
medical  doctor  in  Webbwood. 

Albert  Business  College  has  Earle 
Hodgen  enrolled  in  the  stenographic 
course. 

Miss  Mae  Arthurs  holds  a  splendid 
situation  in  Toronto.  She  completed 
her  course  in  fifteen  weeks. 

Hugh  McGregor  has  obtained  his 
diploma  and  has  left  the  college  to 
take  a  position  in  Northern  Ontario. 

The  “Boys”  gave  Hughie  Mac  a 
royal  send  off  on  Monday.  The  girls, 
being  unable  to  participate,  crowded 
the  reception  room  windows,  holding 
their  kerchiefs  that  they  might  readily 
catch  the  falling  tear.  We  will  all 
miss  Hughie’s  pleasant  laugh  and 
would  here  assure  him  that  while  he  is 
tossed  on  the  crest  of  the  wave  of  com¬ 
mercial  life  our  thoughts  will  often 

pass  to  him,  and  his,  we  trust  to  us. 
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Ho  Hour  Christmas  Shopping  Harlu 

Complete  Line  of  Leather  Goods 
Calendars  in  Splendid  Variety 

Fine  Brass  Desk  Goods.  Assortment  of  fancy  and  plain  Candles 
A  Big  Li  ne  of  Fancy  Japanese  Baskets 

We  are  showing  many  lines  of  goods  never  before  shown  in  Canada 
from  the  best  makers  in  the  world. 

The  Best  there  is  in  Stationery,  both  plain  and  initialed 
We  do  Die  Stamping  to  order 


Jennings  anfr  Sherry 

Corner  Front  St.  and  Victoria  Ave.  Beck  arid  Gift  Shop 
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At  the 
Fountain 

CJ  Our  fountain  runs 
winter  and  summer, 
with  a  full  line  of 
Sundaes,  Ice  Cream 
Soda,  as  well  as  a 
complete  line  of  Hot 
Drinks.  We  espec¬ 
ially  urge  you  to  try 
our  Hot  Chocolate. 

Ed.  F.  Dickens  &  Son 

Open  till  10.30  p.m. 


New  Method 

(Meaning  -  pressing 

374  Front  Street 

Contract  Pressing 
$1.00  per  month 

Agents  for  j  ] 

The  Crown  Tailoring  Co. 
and  British  American  ? 

Dyeing  Co.  C 
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The  Poets’  Corner 


TOLLY,  mistletoe,  red  berries, 

A  ^  ivy,  turkey,  geese,  game,  poul¬ 
try,  brown  meat,  pigs,  sausages, 
oysters,  pies,  puddings,  fruit  and 
punch,  all  vanished  instantly  and  they 
stood  in  the  city  street  on  Christmas 
morning,  where  the  people  made  a 
rough,  but  brisk  and  not  unpleasant, 
kind  of  music  in  scraping  the  snow 
from  the  pavement  in  front  of  their 
dwellings.” — Dickens 

“Old  days  return;  old  dreams  appear; 

Old  conflicts  rise  of  Hope  and  Fear, 

And  yet,  with  all  ’tis  good  to  know. 

Despite  Life’s  change  of  kiss  and  blow, 

W e  still  thank  God  to  hear  once  more 
The  Bells  of  Yule.” 

—Austin  Dobson 

“The  poulterers  shops  were  still  half 
open  and  great  round,  pot  bellied 
baskets  of  chestnuts,  shaped  like  the 
waistcoats  of  jolly  old  gentlemen,  lol¬ 
ling  at  the  doors. 

‘The  grocers.’  Oh,  the  grocers  were 
so  frank  and  fresh  that  the  polished 
hearts  with  which  they  fastened  their 
aprons  behind  might  have  been  their 
own,  worn  outside  for  general  inspec¬ 
tion,  and  for  Christmas  daws  to  peck 
at  if  they  chose.” — Dickens 

“Lo,  now  is  come  our  jolliest  feast, 

Let  every  man  be  jolly  ; 

Each  room  with  y vie  leaves  is  drest 
And  every  post  with  holly. 

Without  the  door  let  sorrow  lie 
And  if,  for  cold,  it  haps  to  die. 

We’ll  bury ’t  in  a  Christmas  pye 
And  evermore  be  merry.” 

—Wither 

“But  man,  curs’d  man,  on  turkey  preys, 

And  Christmas  shortens  all  our  days.” 

“I  will  honor  Christmas  in  my  heart, 
and  try  to  keep  it  all  the  year.  I  will 
live  in  the  past,  the  present  and  the 
future.  The  spirits  of  all  three  shall 
strive  within  me.  I  shall  not  shut  out 
the  lessons  that  they  teach.” 

—Dickens 


A  Merrie  Christmas  untoe  ye : 

The  wishe  is  olde,  the  sweete  refraine 
Of  .that  song  carolled  longe  agoe, 

When  love  crepte  down  o’er  hille  and  plaine 
Singing,  full  toned,  to  heartes  in  paine, 

“Peace  and  goodwille !” 

Lete  white  flowers  grow, 

A  Merrie  Christmas  untoe  ye  ! 

—Jean  Blewett 

‘T  don’t  know  what  to  do  !”  cried 
Scrogge,  “I  am  as  light  as  a  feather,  I 
am  as  happy  as  an  angel,  I  am  as 
merry  as  a  schoolboy,  I  am  as  giddy 
as  a  drunken  man.  A  Merry  Christ¬ 
mas  to  everybody !  A  Happy  New 
Year  to  all  the  world.” — Dickens 

Now  the  New  Year  comes. 

And  the  Old  takes  flight; 

Dear  God  of  our  years. 

Be  close  to-night. 

—Selected 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light 
The  year  Is  dying  in  the  night; 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  and  let  him  die 

Ring  out  false  pride,  in  place  and  blood. 

The  civic  slander,  and  the  spite; 

Ring  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right 
Ring  in  the  common  love  of  good. 

—Tennyson 


Albert 


Sweet  Albert,  loveliest  college  in  the 
world, 

Far  through  the  land  thy  pennants 
are  unfurled, 

Whose  waving  colors — yellow,  green 
and  black — 

In  fond  remembrance  gently  call  us 
back 

To  happy  moments,  weeks,  and  bliss¬ 
ful  days, 

Which  in  those  halls  were  spent  in 
wisdoms  ways. 

How  often  through  those  avenues  of 
fame 

The  stately  teacher  and  the  pupil  came. 

The  teacher,  with  sedate  and  serious 
looks, 
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For  Men  Who  Care 

We  have  secured  the  agencies  of  the  celebrated  “WALK¬ 
OVER”  also  “W.  L.  DOUGLAS”  Shoes — high  class  Am¬ 
erican  made  shoes. 

When  thinking  of  shoes  inspect  our  stock  and  we  will 
deliver  the  latest  in  shoemaking,  from  the  English  recede 
toe,  flat  heel,  to  the  full  broad  toe,  high  heel,  any  width 
and  the  last  to  suit  your  foot. 

ADAMS,  The  Shoeman 


.The  Store  with  the  Electric  Shoe 


Phone  495 


Next  door  to  Sinclair’s 
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You  Might  be  an  Educated 
Albert  College  Student 

And  we  might  take  the  Century  Dictionary  and  pick  out 
the  biggest  adjectives  and  the  greatest  superlatives  and 
apply  them  to  the  Clothing  and  Haberdashery  for  our 
Xmas  trade,  but  mere  words  can  never  convey  to  you  the 
extensiveness  of  stock  and  assortment,  as  well  as  a  three 
minute  visit  to  our  store. 

OAK  HALL 

Where  the  Superior  Clothes  Come  From 
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Ladies’  and  Gents’  Wearing  Apparel 

Cleaned,  Dyed,  Pressed  and  Repaired  on  shortest  notice 
French  ‘Dry  Cleaning  a  Specialty 

Our  Students  Special  Contract  should  interest  you 

ONE  DOLLAR  per  month  will  keep  your  wardrobe  in 

the  very  best  condition. 

Phone  393  and  our  wagon  will  call  and  deliver  same  promptly 

“SPRAGUE”  247  Front  Street 
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The  studious  pupil  loaded  down  with 
books. 

How  often  in  the  chapel  have  we 
heard, 

From  men  of  culture,  the  inspiring 
word; 

And  in  thy  class-rooms,  at  the  opened 
page, 

We’ve  pondered  o’er  the  science  of  the 
age. 

Loud  be  thy  praises  sung  in  every  land 

And  former  students,  a  most  gallant 
band, 

Join  hand  in  hand,  to  tell  afar  and 
near, 

The  knowledge,  and  the  wisdom  they 
learned  here. 

— Ruth  Strangways 

The  Land  of  Memory 

There  is  a  mystic  Borderland  that  lies 

Just  past  the  limits  of  our  Workday 
World, 

And  it  is  peopled  with  the  friends  we 
met 


And  loved  a  year,  a  month,  a  week  or 
day, 

And  parted  from  with  aching  hearts, 
yet  knew 

That  through  the  distance  we  must 
loose  the  clasp 

Of  hand  with  hand,  and  only  clasp  the 
thread 

Of  memory.  Yet  so  close  we  feel  that 
land, 

So  sure  we  are  that  those  same  friends 
are  true, 

That,  when  in  waking  dreams  there 
comes  a  call, 

That  sets  the  threads  of  memory 
aglow, 

We  know  that  just  by  stretching  out 
the  hand 

In  written  word  of  love  or  book  or 
flower, 

The  waiting  hand  will  clasp  our  own 
once  more 

Across  the  silence  in  the  same  old 
way. 


Giggles 


Now  It’s  Their  Turn 

Time  was  when  I,  a  careless  lad, 

Arose  with  all  the  voice  I  had 
And  made  the  famous  welkin  ring 
With  “rahs”  and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
But  now  that  I  have  older  grown 
And  youth  and  ginger  both  have  flown 
I  feel  a  sharp  and  lasting  pain 
When  on  an  elevated  train 
XA  lot  of  nuts  get  up  and  shout 
And  tear  their  larynx  inside  out 
To  let  the  public  know  of  White, 

Or  Smith,  or  Jones,  that  “he’s  all 
right !  ” 

I  fain  would  write  some  stuff  that 
tells 

The  youthful  rooter  where  he  dwells 
And  take  my  pen  in  hand  and  scoff 


And  tell  them  just  where  they  get  off, 
But  when  I  think  of  days  gone  by 
I  cannot,  even  if  I  try. 

For  when  I  was  a  youth  in  school 
I  hollered  like  a  gol  darn  fool. 

— Geo.  E.  Phair,  in  N.  Y.  American 

A  Proverbial  Tradgedy 

The  Rolling  Stone  and  the  Turning 
Worm 

And  the  Cat  that  Looked  at  a  King. 
Set  forth  on  the  Road  that  Leads  to 
Rome — 

For  Youth  will  have  its  fling, 

The  Goose  will  lay  the  Golden  Eggs, 
The  Dog  must  have  his  Day, 

And  nobody  locks  the  Stable  Door 
Till  the  Horse  is  stol’n  away. 


Winter  Sporting  Goods 

OUR  new  Catalogue  is  now  ready,  giving  descriptions  of  the  fin¬ 
est  line  of  indoor  and  outdoor  Winter  Sporting  goods  ever 
shown  in  Canada.  Send  for  one  to-day. 

WILSON’S  Sporting  Goods  are  known  from  coast  to  coast,  and  the 
satisfaction  given  in  the  past  is  our  guarantee  for  the  future. 

“Albert”  Pennants  and  Cushions 

We  carry  the  finest  line  of  Pennants  to  be  seen  anywhere,  all 
lines  of  Albert  Pennants  from  25c  to  $1.00,  as  well  as  all  other  colleges 
in  Canada. 

HAROLD  A.  WILSON  ltd  299  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 


WEST  SIDE  FRONT  STREET 
BELLEVILLE,  ONT. 


Hack  and  Livery 

TELEPHONE  85 


DR.  MORLEY  A.  DAY 

DENTIST 

Front  Street  Belleville,  Ontario 

Office :  Alberta  Block 


PHONE  523 
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But  the  Rolling  Stone,  that  was  never 
known 

To  look  before  the  Leap, 

Plunged  down  the  hill  to  the  Waters 
Still 

That  run  so  dark,  so  deep  ; 

And  the  leaves  were  stirred  by  the 
Early  Bird 

Who  sought  his  breakfast  where 
He  marked  the  squirm  of  the  Turning 
Worm — 

And  the  Cat  was  Killed  by  Care  ! 

— Arthur  Guiterman 

Ode  On  a  Wasted  Study 
Period 

The  period’s  done  and  my  History 
Still  lies  on  my  desk  untouched  ; 

So  much  for  my  good  resolutions 
And  strength  of  mind  and  such. 

Come,  read  to  me  some  Physics  ; 

No  simple  or  heart-felt  lays 
Will  banish  this  awful  longing 
For  lenses  and  incident  rays. 

Now  leave  me  to  my  lessons, 

That  the  cares  that  infest  the  day 
May  fold  their  tents  like  the  Arabs, 
And  as  silently  steal  away. 

— B.  H.  S.  “Elevator’ 


Oh  !  Joy: — The  girl  in  Picton  that 
stole  Harry  Mac’s  tie-pin,  has  returned 
it, 

Will  someone  please  tell  us  whether 
or  not  “  Rawson”  was  one  of  the  quar¬ 
tette  of  Theologues,  who  made  things 
lively  in  the  back  court,  endeavouring 
to  climb  barrels  to  the  tune  of,  Blow 
out  the  Searchlight,  Someone  is  climb- 
ng  away  P 


“In  case  of  fire,  open  the  window 
and  watch  the  fire  escape.” — Goldie 
Elghe. 

Alex.  Mac  has  been  of  late  gypsying 
around  from  church  to  church,  en¬ 
deavouring  to  find  a  congenial  crowd. 

R - took  him  to - English 

church.  There  he  heard  “  We  have 
left  undone  those  things  which  we 
ought  to  have  done,  and  have  done 
those  things  which  we  ought  not  to 
have  done.”  As  these  words  were 

finished,  Mac  leaned  over  to  R - 

and  said  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  “  Thank 
Goodness !  Bisquette,  I’ve  found  my 
crowd  at  last. 

A.  B.  R.  to  John  B: — Say  Jack  how 
about  to-morrow  night  at  Bridge - 

John  B.  interrupting  : — If  you  don’t 
mind  I  much  prefer  being  called 
“JOHN.” 

Prof.  I. — The  work  of  reviewing 
“  Sound  ”  is  just  a  cursory  matter  : 

Student : — Hear  !  Hear  ! 

b 

The  boys  at  Mingey’s  end  of  the 
table  especially  welcome  “The  New¬ 
foundlander”  into  our  midst  because 
it  gives  them  four  “Janes”  at  their 
end  of  the  table. 

Billy  Box  suffering  from  toothache 
went  to  a  local  dentist  to  have  the 
offending  tooth  extracted.  This  was 
done  and  he  then  asked  to  have  the  ad¬ 
joining  tooth  pulled  out  “  But  that  is 
a  sound  tooth,”  said  the  dentist.  “The 
pain  is  only  sympathetic.” 

“  Yank  it  out  Doc.  Hang  such  sym¬ 
pathy”  replied  Box. 


Every  Profession  has  its  Leader 

The  satisfaction  our  Services  and  Glasses  have 
been  giving  for  years  places  us  at  the  head  of  the 
Optical  Profession  in  this  city.  Experience, 
shill,  ability  and  exceptional  facilities  enable  us  to 
lead.  We  supply  right  glasses  that  relieve  eye 
strain. 

ALEX  RAY,  Op.  D. 

Eye  Sight  Specialist 


Ojmn  Qnrk 

Op  en  10  a.  m.  to  2  a.  m. 

PROMPT  SERVICE  AND  THE  BEST  OF  QUALITY 
IN  EVERYTHING  IS  WHAT  WE  ARE  BUILDING 
UP  OUR  RESTAURANT  BUSINESS  ON  :  :  ::  :: 

289  FRONT  STREET  -  -  BELLEVILLE 
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HE  WELL-DRESSED  MAN  who  pays  particular  atten¬ 
tion  to  his  Furnishings  will  find  here 


SHIRTS,  NECKWEAR, 
GLOVES,  UNDERWEAR 
COLLARS,  ETC.,  ETC. 


Made  according  to  the  latest  decree  of  fashion. 
Agency  for  20th  Century  and  Fashion  Craft  Clothes 


QUICK  &  ROBERTSON 
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Some  Latin  Translation — Haec  in 
Galliam  sunt  importanda  est.  Hike 
into  Gaul,  it’s  important. 

How  To  Kill  a  College  Paper 

1.  Do  not  subscribe,  borrow  your 
neighbor’s  paper,  be  a  sponge. 

2.  Look  up  the  advertisements,  then 
trade  with  the  other  fellow ;  be  a 
chump. 

3.  Never  hand  in  a  news  item,  but 
criticize  everything  in  the  paper  ;  be  a 
member  of  the  Anvil  chorus  and  keep 
knocking. 

4.  If  you  are  a  member  of  the  staff, 
play  football  and  tennis  when  you 
ought  to  be  attending  to  business,  be 
a  shirk. 

5.  Tell  your  neighbors  that  they  pay 
too  much  for  their  paper  ;  be  a 
squeeze. — Ex. 

Lines  By  a  Political  Science  Man 

Dedication :  To  any  18  carat 
Theolog. 

By  what  criterion  do  you  judge  me 
base  ? 

I  may  be  villainous  ;  you  state  me  so. 
By  the  indictment  of  your  spleen  I 
grow 

Worse  rogue  each  day ;  you  quite 
make  out  a  case. 

But  am  I  villainous  ?  By  what  great 
test 

Do  you  outrule  me,  prove  me  dog  un¬ 
hung  ? 

You  dam  me  straight.  I  say  ;  But  no, 
I’ve  clung 

To  more  morality  than  you  have  gues- 
ed 

For  see ;  you  have  a  little  rule  you 
say  : 

Does  he  do  so  ?  he’s  blest.  If  other¬ 
wise 


He’s  counted  out,  no  reason,  no  re¬ 
plies  ; 

He’s  out ;  he’s  cast  his  own  great  soul 
away. 

By  what  criterion  do  you  cast  your 
ban  ? 

You’re  dumb !  I  knew.  Life  ’scapes 
your  petty  scan ! 

— Acta  Victorian  a 

Prof.  X.  Y.  Z.  to  III.  Form  Co-ed- 

Miss  - are  you  able  to  tell  us  ? 

III.  Form  Co-ed,  after  a  long  pause 
— No,  I  can’t.  ; 

Prof.  X.  Y.  Z. — Well  why  didn’tyou 
say  so  before  you  opened  your  mouth. 

A  very  solicitous  freshman,  in  in¬ 
quiring  after  George  Millar’s  health, 
addressed  Batstone  as  follows : 
“What’s  up  with  Millar;  is  he  ill?” 
Batstone’s  reply  was  prompt  and 
pointed  :  “No,  he  is  not  ill,  but  no 
stomach  of  normal  size  can  stand 
eleven  pieces  of  toast. 

Habit  is  a  cable;  we  weave  a  thread 
of  it  every  day,  and  at  last  we  cannot 
break  it. — Horace  Mann. 

What  you  are,  speaks  so  loud,  I  can¬ 
not  hear  what  you  say. — Emerson. 

Prayer-worn  knees  and  an  unused 
text-book  never  passed  an  exam.  yet. 

Some  Things,  Some  People, 
Sometimes  Say 

“We’re  all  one  family.” 

“Isn’t  that  a  corker.” 

“Oh  !  fudge.”  “Ye  gods.” 

“H — uni,  H — um,  yes  I  think  you 
will  find  it  so  if  you  study  it  more 


187  Front  Street 
(near  Standard 
Bank) 
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Short  Orders  at  All  Hours 
Special  attention  given  to  Club  and  Dinner  Parties 
Every  Courtesy  Shown  to  Ladies 


GET  YOUR  APPOINTMENT  FOR 


BEFORE  THE  RUSH  STARTS 

tj  Our  styles  are  the  latest  and  the  memory  of  quality 
will  linger  long  after  the  price  has  been  forgotten. 

McCORMICK’S  STUDIO 

Phone  177-B 


m,  Lhammth  Sc  (iD’ilflmtu 

BARRISTERS,  SOLICITORS 
NOTARY  PUBLICS 

OFFICE — Standard  Bank  Building,  Belleville 

F.  E.  O'FLYNN  W.  JEFFERS  DIAMOND  E.  D.  O’FLYNN 

Offices  at  Belleville  and  Trenton 


Solicitors  for  the  Standard  Bank 
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thoroughly.  It  is  in  accordance  with 
Tennyson’s  ideal.” 

“After  that  it’s  just  a  question  of 
main  strength  and  ignorance.” 

“See  here  (feminine  fist  extented), 
there’s  just  two  or  three  in  this  class  I 
can  get  an  intelligent  answer  from.” 

“Now,  boys,  you  must  simply  go  at 
this  play  religously.” 

“I  know  this  sounds  like  French,  but 
if  you  preach  it  to  the  bed  post,  you’ll 
get  it  bye  and  bye.” 

After  a  lecture  on  “Valency,”  in 
which  Prof.  0.  H.  endeavored  to  show 
how  different  elements  unite,  and  in 
which  he,  speaking  of  “Monads,”  said 
they  have  one  arm  to  take  a  hold  of 
one  arm  of  another  element,  and  a 
“diad”  has  two  arms,  a  “triad”  three, 
a  “tetrad”  four  and  so  forth.  The 
“Irish  humorist”  (G.  K.)  of  Form  III. 
was  heard  to  say,  “M.  Wright  is  a 
‘monad’  but  that  other  Wright  is  a 
‘diad’,” 

Anyone  doubting  the  appropriate¬ 
ness  of  the  title  “Minister  of  the  In¬ 
terior”  given  to  Batstone  should  just 
watch  him  at  the  table. 

I’ve  looked  upon  full  many  a  sight 
But  never  once  like  this  to-night 
There’s  green  and  white,  and  black 
and  blue 

Just  like  a  piece  of  Toronto’s  Zoo, 

On  top  flat  front  lives  James  Forman 
Whose  latest  stunt  beats  Edison 
He  never  turns  the  light  at  all 
But  out  they  go  when  James’  boots 
fall. 

Norton  &  Roche  last  week  cut  loose 
To  Kingston  went  in  a  freight  caboose 
They  saw  the  game  and  the  Kingston 
pen 


And  then  prepared  to  come  home 
again. 

But  oh  alas  what  a  cruel  fate 
They  had  no  pass  on  the  home-bound 
freight 

But  in  the  cab  for  the  ride  they  stole 

They  paid  their  way  by  shovelling 
coal. 

Fred  Burrows  too  is  awful  ill 
Has  battled  all  the  doctor’s  skill 
His  sickness  fades  as  does  the  sun 
He  feels  quite  well  when  day  is  done 

There  is  a  man  from  Montreal 
With  curly  hair  he’s  six  feet  tall 
Although  he  lives  upon  thiid  floor 
His  eyes  are  on  the  kitchen  door 

And  when  she  puts  right  by  his  seat 
A  spoon  well  filled  with  sugar  sweet 
Then  Harry  knows  its  all  serene 
And  little  Eva’s  pink  face  turns  green. 

In  Napanee,  that  town  of  yore 
Are  brightest  homes  with  girls  galore 
And  Mr.  White  who  preaches  swell 
We  hear  has  got  the  village  Belle. 


Ye  Girls  of  Uneuphonious  Names 

A  story  is  told  in  Albert 
Of  how  on  one  Autumn  night, 

A  student  eke,  a  theologue, 

Said  with  all  his  main  and  might, 
“Say,  lads,  I’m  old  enough  to  marry, 
And  Albert  boasts  many  a  fair  Co-ed« 

If  one  would  like  the  name  of  T - y 

You  bet  I’d  surely  like  to  wed.” 

A  new  mail  box  in  the  form  of  a 
book  has  been  placed  in  the  lower  hall. 
So  far  Bruce  and  Olive  appear  to  be 
the  only  persons  making  use  of  it. 
Why  not  try  it  P  It  is  in  such  a  con¬ 
venient  spot  and  you  could  collect 
your  letters  at  least  twice  a  day. 


VERMILYEA  &  SON 

For  High-Class  Footwear 

We  have  just  passed  in  stock  for  Xmas  trade  an 

excellent  assortment  of 

Evening  and  Dress  Footwear 

representing  the  output  of  the  most  reliable  American 
and  Canadian  manufacturers,  such  as  Queen’ s  Quality, 
Hanna’s,  Invictus.  Our  stock  of 

Trunks,  Club  Bags,  Suit  Cases 

is  always  complete.  An  inspection  of  the  same  will 
convince  you  that  both  the  goods  and  prices  are  right. 

Phone  187  264  FRONT  STREET 


Readers,  Kindly  Read  This 

(J  With  Christmas  shopping  staring  us  in  the  face 
let  us  not  forget  those  who  have  rallied  round  us  in 
our  advertising  columns.  It  is  due  largely  to  their 
support  that  we  are  able  to  present  to  you  a  40  page 
College  paper.  If  you  support  our  advertisers  as  you 
should,  they’ll  seek  space  in  the  “Albertus”  instead  of 
the  “Albertus”  seeking  space  from  them. 

This  month  our  advertisers  are  putting  us  to  the  test, 
Be  loyal  to  your  College  paper,  search  its  advertising 


columns  and  then  support  its  advertisers. 
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Prof.  I. — Class,  what  are  thermos 
bottles  used  for  ? 

A.  B.  R. — For  taking  tea  to  the 
“Coon  Table.” 

Professor  X.  Y.  Z.  (explaining  cube 
root) — “Why  do  you  subtract  ?” 

Brilliant  Student — “Please  sir,  to 
get  the  difference.” 

Arrangements  are  being  made  with 
the  Dean  of  Residence  for  an  evening 
to  be  set  apart  for  the  girls  for  the  ex¬ 
press  purpose  of  visiting  Mr.  R-n-s-m’s 
room  to  get  a  look  at  the  beautiful 
photo  valued  by  photographers  at  five 
hundred  dollars  but  invaluable  to  the 
owner.  Any  other  boys  who  wish  us 
to  inspect  their  friend’s  photo,  kindly 
let  us  know  and  it  shall  be  done. 

Degrees  Conferred  By  Polym- 
nian  Society — Miss  E.  McCullough, 
F.  S.  O.  W.,  (Foreign  Secretary  of 
War) ;  Miss  J.  Empey,  H.  S.  H.,  (Home 
Sweet  Home) ;  Miss  F.  McGill,  A.  I.  S. 
S.,  (Arthur  is  so  sorry).  It  has  been 
deemed  advisable  to  change  the  de¬ 
gree  conferred  upon  Mr.  Rawson  from 
A.  O.  T.  M.  to  B.  F.,  this  in  a  verna¬ 
cular  is  “Big  Flirt.” 

If  Billy  Box,  can  George  Clapp  and 
Claude  Root. 

Why  did  Norton  go  to  Napanee  via 
C.  N.  R.  I  wonder  who  knows  ? 


“Editor’s  Psalm  of  Life 

Yester-night  in  wrathful  humor, 
Red-hot,  paced  the  floor,  the  chief, 
Swearing  vengeance  on  sub-brother 
Cause  his  copy  came  to  grief. 

Tell  him  not,  in  mournful  numbers, 
“Life  is  but  an  empty  dream  ” 

For  the  sub-editor  is  dead  that  slum¬ 
bers 

And  things  are  a  darn  sight  worse 
than  they  seem. 

Copy  coming  in  reminds  us 

You  can  make  the  Editor’s  life  sublime 

In  this  little  stunt,  please  help  us, 

And  have  your  copy  in  on  time. 

Copy,  that  perhaps  some  other, 

Who  has  sworn  by  might  and  main 
To  have  ready,  time  appointed, 

Lest  he  make  him  mad  again. 

If  those  “gazaboos”  energetic 
Would  hand  their  copy  in  on  time; 

Cut  out  football,  cut  out  girling, 
Everything  would  be  sublime. 

— Ye  Scribe 

The  Principal  in  bestowing  a  few 
words  of  admonition  re  self-denial  and 
discipline  on  a  distinctively  “Set  in 
his  way”  student  said  “  See  here,  man 
to  man  some  day  you’re  going  to  take 
unto  yourself  a  wife,  and  that  wife  is 
going  to  run  you,  so  you  might  just 
as  well  learn  to  be  “run”  now.” — I 
wonder  how  he  knows. 


i 


JMeap  on  more  fuoofr,  itje  ftmtfr  is  ctjill 

^But  let  it  fafjistle  as  it  foill 

pte’ll  make  our  (Christmas  merrg  still 


i 

l 


REMEMBER  STROUD’S 

---Extensive  showing  of--- 

FINE  CHINA  DINNER  WARE  ART  GOODS 
BRASS  GOODS  SILVER  PLATE,  ETC. 

HEADQUARTERS  FOR  SANTA  CLAUS 

TOYS  BOOKS  and  GAMES 


S.  A.  HYMAN  &  CO. 

FURS  FOR  CHRISTMAS 

Our  large  and  complete  stock  of  Furs  offers  that 
desirable  “Something  for  Christmas.  Buy  direct 
from  the  makers. 

FUR  SETS,  STOLES  with  MUFFS  to  match 
in  all  the  Fashionable  Furs  from  $6.00  anywhere 
up  to  $75.00. 

Phone  363  S.  A.  Hyman  &  Co. 

Established  1870  Makers  of  Fine  Furs 


SINCLAIR’S  DRY  GOODS  STORE 

Extends  to  the  Students  of  Albert  College  and  their  friends  a  most  cordial  in¬ 
vitation  to  make  our  store  their  own  for  the  Holiday  season. 

NECK  SCARFS  FOR  CHRISTMAS  TRADE 

While  our  store  is  stocked  as  never  before  with  Christmas  suggestions,  we 

think  our  display  of  Ladies’  and  Gentlemen’s  Knitted  Neck  Scarfs  worthy  of 
special  mention. 

Never  before  have  we  shown  such  a  variety  of  beautiful  Neck  Scarfs  or 
Mufflers,  in  all  the  new  weaves,  in  plain  colors  and  handsome  shot  effects,  many 
lines  being  specially  boxed  for  Christmas  Gifts. 

These  Neck  Scarfs  are  priced  at  50c,  65c,  75c,  $1.00,  $1.25,  $1.50,  $1.75, 
$2.00  and  up  to  $4.00  each. 

Our  Staff  is  always  at  your  service. 

SINCLAIR’S 
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A  Vital  Question  Settled 

(We  Trust  for  All  Time) 


ON  the  evening  of  the  29th  of  Nov¬ 
ember  the  College  Chapel  was 
the  scene  of  an  interesting  debate  by 
the  Polymnian  Society. 

The  resolution  was  :  “Resolved, 
that  the  study  of  domestic  science  is 
more  beneficial  to  a  girl  than  the  study 
of  music.” 

The  affirmative  was  taken  by  Miss 
E.  McCullough,  Miss  R.  Hastie  and 
Miss  Ida  Dawson. 

The  claim  for  music  was  well  up¬ 
held  by  Miss  Ruth  Strangways,  Miss 
S.  Edwards  and  Miss  M.  Moorhouse. 

The  first  speaker  for  the  affirmative, 
Miss  E.  McCullough,  set  forth  in  a 
clear  and  concise  manner,  an  array  of 
points  that  were  hard  to  refute,  prin¬ 
cipal  among  them,  that  the  study  of 
D.  S.  directly  prepares  a  girl  for  the 
most  noble  sphere  she  can  occupy, 
viz.:  the  home. 

Besides  cooking,  this  training  in¬ 
volves  the  study  of  home-nursing,  in¬ 
valid  cooking,  household  management 
and  laundry.  Everyone  knows  how 
essential  to  home  happiness,  a  know¬ 
ledge  is,  of  these  subjects. 

Miss  Ruby  Hastie  came  forward  with 
some  truly  alarming  statistics  of  in¬ 
fant  mortality  and  of  the  failure  of 
millions  of  children  to  attain  proper 
physical  development,  due  entirely  to 
the  ignorance  of  their  mothers  on 
domestic  science  matters. 

Miss  Ida  Dawson  delivered  a  well 
thought-out  and  logically  arranged 
discourse  on  the  benefits  to  be  derived 
from  the  study  of  domestic  science,  in 
that  it  fitted  a  girl  “for  service  to  in¬ 
valids,  infants  and — MAN.”  In  the 
prevention  of  sickness  and  in  the  in¬ 
dispensable  service  to  those  who  are 


sick,  and  that  not  alone  in  cooking  is 
it  beneficial,  but  that  a  trained  girl 
can  economize  in  home  dressmaking 
and  laundry  work,  also,  to  an  extent, 
that  one,  not  trained,  was  unable  to 
equal.  Then,  also,  that  a  girl  having 
obtained  her  diploma,  is  in  a  better 
position  to  earn  a  good  living  by 
teaching  D.  S.  than  one  who  has  spent 
the  same  length  of  time  in  the  study 
of  music. 

Miss  Ruth  Strangways  opened  the 
debate  for  the  negative,  with  an  in¬ 
telligent  and  well-delivered  address, 
which  had  a  distinct  humorous  side. 
One  of  the  main  points  given  was  that 
music  restores  the  mental  equilibrium 
and  is  consequently  of  great  use  in  the 
world  at  large,  as  so  many  are,  or 
ought  to  be,  inmates  of  hospitals  for 
the  insane.  This  we  thought  decidedly 
humorous. 

Miss  Edwards  and  Miss  Moorhouse 
took  up  the  argument  for  the  nega¬ 
tive  in  a  clever  manner,  but  the  mas¬ 
terly  way  in  which  the  affirmative 
had  repudiated  the  argument  ad¬ 
vanced  by  the  negative,  no  doubt 
aided  materially  in  dampening  their 
ardour. 

Even  if  women  do  long  for  equal 
rights  with  men,  we  greatly  fear,  they 
would  make  poor  soldiers,  one  member 
of  the  negative  advanced  the  argu¬ 
ment  that,  “A  half  starved  soldier  can 
go  to  the  battlefields,  stirred  by  the 
sound  of  music,  whereas  if  he  were 
overfed,  he  would  become  indolent.” 
This  is  an  entirely  new  one  to  us,  we 
have  heard  that  “  Music  hath  charms  ’ 
but  we  never  knew  before  that  it  con¬ 
tained  nutrition. 

Another  argument  was  that  the 
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This  Ad.  May  be  Worth 
$7.00  to  You 

;NOW  YE  BY  THESE  PRESENTS  that 
we,  the  undersigned,  do  hereby  make 
known  our  desire  to  give  to  the  Albert  College 
Student  composing  the  best  Limerick  pertaining 
to  “KODAK”  a  valuable  prize,  said  prize  to  be  a 

“Vest  Pocket  Kodak”  Valued  at  $7.00 


CONDITIONS  GOVERNING  THIS  CONTEST  ARE 

1  Contestants  must  be  bona  fide  Students  of 

Albert  College. 

2  Limerick  must  contain  the  word  “Kodak”  at 

least  once. 

3  All  compositions  to  be  as  concise  in  form  as 

possible. 

4  Each  contestant  must  personally  present  his 

or  her  work  at  our  store  before  December 
20th. 

5  The  Limerick  chosen  to  become  the  property 

of  the  Belleville  Pharmacy,  Limited,  for  all 
time  to  come. 

JUDGES  OF  CONTEST  TO  BE: 

J.  O.  HERITY,  Editor  of  Ontario  F.  E.  O  FLYNN,  Barrister 
JOHN  ELLIOTT,  Manager  Standard  Bank 

NOTE— As  the  winning  Limerick  may  be  used  in  advertising  it  is  well 
for  contestants  to  keep  this  in  mind. 

ALLAN  SCHRYVER, 

Pharmaceutical  Chemist 

The  Belleville  Pharmacy 

Just  around  corner  on  Bridge  Street  THE  KODAK  STORE 
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beautiful  music  created  a  more  lasting 
effect  than  turkey,  geese,  game,  poul¬ 
try,  pies,  cakes,  pudding,  and  all  the 
other  dainties  to  be  found  at  the 
Christmas  dinner.  We  sure  pity  any¬ 
one  that  really  takes  more  enjoyment, 
out  of  a  piece  of  music  than  a  piece  of 
mother’s  mince  pie. 


Miss  Copeland,  Professors  Root  and 
Staples,  were  the  Judges,  and  after 
due  deliberation  gave  their  decision  in 
favour  of  the  affirmative. 

Both  sides  are  to  be  complimented 
on  the  good  arguments  they  advanced 
for  their  respective  causes,  the  humor¬ 
ous,  points  of  which,  we  have  some¬ 
what  enlarged  upon. 


The  Exchange 


THE  exchange  in  our  college  paper 
is  one  of  the  means  of  coming  in 
touch  with  the  different  colleges. 
We  hope  to  be  able,  through  these 
columns,  to  give  to  our  readers  some¬ 
thing  of  worth  with  respect  to  the 
activities  of  other  institutes  of  learn¬ 
ing,  and  something  which  will  help  to 
unite  the  student  band  of  our  country. 

In  the  “Acta  Victoria”  we  find  this 
short  note,  which  might  perhaps  be 
offered  as  a  suggestion  to  the  Albert 
students — 

“If  you  hear  a  good  joke  around 
college  do  not  chuckle  over  it  alone  in 
your  own  little  corner  but  send  it  to 
us. 

“Freshmen,  in  particular,  are  urged 
to  send  in  any  funny  little  stories 
about  themselves  or  their  friends.” 

Victoria’s  twenty-seventh  charter 
day  was  rendered  memorable  by  the 
tendering  of  a  farewell  luncheon  to 
Dr.  Burwash  in  the  Burwash  Hall,  and 
also  by  the  inaugural  ceremony,  in 
Convocation  Hall,  when  Dr.  Bowles 
was  formally  installed  as  President 
and  Chancellor  of  Victoria  University. 

We,  as  Canadian  students,  should 
all  be  interested  in  our  Canadian  poets 
and  poetesses.  A  little  sketch  of  Miss 
Pickthall’s  style  is  given  in  the  Acta 
Victoriana,  interspersed  with  short 
extracts  from  some  of  her  poems. 

The  following  are  lines  from  her 


poem  “Mons  Angelorum,”  which  at¬ 
tempts  to  describe  the  last  hours  of 
Moses  on  the  slope  of  Pisgah — 

“Bid  life  recede, 

A  bubble  before  the  advancing  wave 
of  death, 

From  my  youth  upward  I  have  spoken 
of  depth, 

Nor  knew  the  word  so  sweet.  There’s 
music  in  it, 

Music  to  break  the  heart.  O,  heavenly 
guards, 

Looking  so  long  in  your  immortal 

eyes 

I  am  grown  old.  Death  calls  me  as  a 
sleep, 

A  rest  desired,  a  rich  forgetfulness, 

After  too  much  of  life.” 

The  following  verse  from  the  poem 
entitled  “Evening”  shows  the  sim¬ 
plicity  and  ease  of  her  style — 

“Grant  me  sweet  sleep,  for  light  is  un¬ 
availing 

When  patient  eyes  grow  weary  of 
the  day, 

Young  lambs  creep  close  and  tender 
wings  are  failing, 

And  I  grow  tired  as  they. 

Light  as  the  long  wave  leaves  the 
lonely  shore, 

Our  boughs  have  lost  the  bloom  that 
morning  bore, 

Give  me  to-day  no  more.” 

From  the  “Almafilian”  we  learn  that 
a  new  pipe  organ  has  been  presented 
to  Alma  College.  This  is  the  gift  of 
the  alumnae. 

We  have  found  in  the  McMaster 
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CHRISTMAS 


buying  made  easy  by  dealing  at 

GEEN’S 

Christmas  Books  and  Bookets 

Christmas  Cards,  Special  amid  Regular 

Genuine  Ivory  and  Ebony  Goods 

in  great  variety  and  at  moderate  prices 
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NYLO” CHOCOLATES 
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If  you  want  a  nice  box  for  your  girl  we  have 
the  finest  quality  and  at  reasonable  prices 

BEAUTIFUL  ANNUALS 

Chums  Boys’  Own  Girls’  Own 

STRANG’S  RED  BOOK  and 

BLUE  BOOK 

WONDER  BOOK  OF  SHIPS 
CHATTERBOX 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL  PRIZE  and 
LIBRARY  BOOKS 


A  GREAT  VARIETY  OF  BOYS’  AND 
GIRLS’  BOOKS,  large  size  and  nicely 
— I  bound  at  25c.  — 

HI  SEE  OUR  IMMENSE  LINE  OF  FICTION  at  50  c  HI 

™=»= - II - q)  Cl — -1[==U=1F=!J1 


Page  Fort  y-F  our 


ALBERTUS 


monthly  something  about  Robert 
Bridges,  the  poet  laureate,  which 
might  be  of  interest  to  us  as  British 
subjects.  This  selection  was  copied 
from  the  “Literary  Digest”  by  the 
editors  of  the  Me  Master  paper. 

The  “Literary  Digest”  finds  that  of 
late  years  some  w  riters  of  verse  have 
felt  it  their  duty  to  deal  exclusively 
with  the  circumstances  of  the  civiliz¬ 
ation  in  which  they  live,  the  wonders 
of  science,  the  social  problems  of  the 
day,  their  own  sorrows  and  aspira¬ 
tions.  These  are,  of  course,  legitimate 
themes  for  verse,  certain  to  appeal  to 
a  contemporary  public.  The  poet  who 
thinks  of  his  posthumous  fame,  how¬ 
ever,  must  remember  that  it  is  the 
humanity  of  a  poem  that  keeps  it 
fresh.  “Men  change,  morals  change, 
fashions  change,  but  life  is  immutable.” 
The  unchanging  substance  of  life  with 
love,  hate,  fear  and  hope  has  never- 
ceased  to  appeal  to  the  world.  It  is 
refreshing,  therefore,  to  find  that  the 
new  poet  laureate,  Robert  Bridges, 

returns  again  and  again  to  the  funda¬ 
mental  themes  of  love  and  religion. 
The  wealth  of  comment  which  his  ele¬ 
vation  has  called  forth  is  in  the  main 
favorable.  The  authority,  according 
to  Current  Opinion ,  has  found  Bridges 
“alone  in  our  time  as  a  writer  of 
purely  lyric  poetry,  poetry  which  aims 
at  being  ‘an  embodied  joy,’  a  calm 
rapture.”  Love  is  everywhere  in 
Bridges’  poetry — 

So  sweet  love  seemed  that  April  morn, 
When  first  we  kissed  beside  the  thorn, 
So  strangely  sweet,  it  was  not  strange 
We  thought  that  love  could  never 
change. 

But  I  can  tell — let  truth  be  told — 

That  love  will  change  in  growing  old  ; 
The  day  by  day  is  nought  to  see, 

So  delicate  his  motions  be. 

And  in  the  end  ‘twill  come  to  pass 
Quite  to  forget  what  once  he  was, 

Nor  even  in  fancy  to  recall 
The  pleasure  that  was  all  in  all. 


His  little  spring,  that  sweet  we  found, 
So  deep  in  summer  floods  is  drowned, 

I  wonder,  bathed  in  joy  complete, 

How  love  so  young  could  be  so  sweet, 

Not  less  exalted  is  his  handling  of 
the  problems  of  religion.  In  his 
philosophical  poem  “  Wintry  De¬ 
lights,”  he  declares  that  man  is  etern¬ 
al  nature’s  superior  and  judge. 

Turn  on  thought  for  a  while  to  the 
symphonies  of  Beethoven, 

Or  the  rever’d  preludes  of  mighty 
Sebastian  ;  is  there 

One  work  of  Nature’s  contrivance 
beautiful  as  these  ? 

The  following  is  taken  from  the  Mc- 
Master  monthly  and  gives  a  rather 
visionary  account  of  a  freshman’s  ex¬ 
perience. 

“Fkeshmen  in  Parade.— At  mid¬ 
night  on  October  3rd,  each  Freshman 
was  transported  from  his  soft,  refresh¬ 
ing  bed.  A  white-robed  figure  led 
him  over  beautiful  hills  and  softly 
meadowed  valleys  into  a  strange  coun¬ 
try.  They  heard  the  laughter  of  the 
gods  and  caught  the  sound  of  gently 
running  water.  But  yet  they  could 
not  see ;  a  misty  shroud  hung  before 
their  eyes  and  they  wandered  round 
in  labyrinthine  ways.  But  suddenly 
there  was  a  change  ;  their  waking  sen¬ 
ses  soon  perceived  that  these  things 
were  not  what  they  seemed.  Now  the 
voices  of  the  elect  seemed  to  echo  with 
a  hiss.  The  soft  paths  became  hard 
and  clammy  underneath  their  feet ; 
the  rippling  rivulets  were  rushing  tor¬ 
rents  sweeping  all  before  them  ;  the 
balmy  air  was  filled  with  shouts  and 
clamors  as  of  demons.  The  famed  ce¬ 
lestial  ambrosia  was  bitter  to  their  lips, 
the  nectar  made  them  writhe  in  pain. 
It  seemed  to  them  that  all  the  beauties 
of  Elysian  fields  were  fraught  with  tor¬ 
tures  and  delusions.  When  all  was 
o’er,  they  sank  into  their  beds  with 
feelings  of  relief.  To  those  who  have 
visited  this  blessed  land  and  have 
tasted  the  food  of  the  gods,  reward  is 
sure.  Their  names  are  stamped  for 
ever  on  the  book  of  fame,  they  are  en¬ 
rolled  amongst  us,  as  fullfledged  mem¬ 
bers  of  our  glorious  company.” 


Sensible  and  Useful 

CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 


FOR  THE 

GENTLEMAN 

OUR  MEN’S  STOKE 
abounds  with  sensible, 
practical  and  useful  Christ¬ 
mas  gifts.  Men’s  gifts  are 
best  selected  from  a  Men’s 
Store  and  we  have  found  out 
by  experience  what  men  want 
from  a  standpoint  of  style, 
durability  and  quality. 

Perhaps  you  were  thinking 
of  a 

“Smoking  Jacket”  or  Bath  Robe 
Gloves,  Mufflers,  Suit  or  Over¬ 
coat,  Caps,  Sweaters,  Umbrel¬ 
las,  Handkerchiefs,  Waistcoats, 
Suit  Case  or  Club  Bag,  Shirts, 
Ties,  Underwear,  Hosiery  or 
Suspenders. 

SEE  ALL  THESE  IN 
OUR  MEN’S  STORE 


FOR  THE  LADY 

AMONG  THE  MANY  GIFTS  for  the  lady  that  she  would  appreciate 
the  most,  we  might  suggest  a  real  French  Ebony  Set  or  a  Toilet  Set 
of  “Imitation  Ivory,”  Gloves,  Hosiery,  Handsome  Lace  Collars,  Hand 
Bags,  Linen  Sets,  Waist  or  Blouse,  etc. 

These  are  only  a  few  of  the  many  suggestions  we  might  make,  but 
we  would  invite  you  to  inspect  our  entire  showing  at  your  earliest  op¬ 
portunity. 

THE  RITCHIE  CO.,  Limited 


- s 

NORDHEIMER 

“Quality  Tone” 

PIANOS 


The  Standard  of  Canada 

For  seventy-three  years  the  Nordheimer  Co.  have 
maintained  their  reputation  of  being  the  Quality 
M  usic  House  of  Canada,  and  it  is  gratifying  to 
the  Management  that  the  NORDHEIMER  is 
known  as  the  “Quality  Tone  Piano  of 
Canada.  It  stands  pre-eminently  above  all  others. 


LET  US  MAIL  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE 


The  NORDHEIMER  F£2W  CO.,  Ltd 

Head  Office  15  King  Street  East,  Toronto 


ONTARIO  PRESSES,  BELLEVILLE 


ALBERT  COLLEGE 

BELLEVILLE,  ONTARIO 

CO-EDUCATIONAL,  1913-1914 
In  Affiliation  with  Victoria  University  and  University  of  Toronto 

Principal  E.  N.  BAKER,  M.A.,  D.D. 

Lady  Principal  MISS  ELLA  GARDINER,  B.A. 

Literary  Department 

REV.  E.  N.  BAKER,  M.A.,  D.D. —Theology. 

ELLA  GARDINER,  B. A.— First  Honors  in  Moderns  (Tor.)— Modern  Languages  and 
English  Literature. 

J.  M.  ROOT— Dean  of  Residence— Mathematics. 

R.  J.  F.  STAPLES,  B.A. —First  Honors  in  Orientals  (Vic.)— Latin,  Greek  and  Hebrew 

N.  J.  IRELAND,  B. A.— Honors  in  Science  (Tor.)— Physics,  Chemistry  and  Biology 

MADELINE  YOUNG,  B.A. —Honors  in  History,  English  and  French  (McMaster)— 
History. 

ANNIE  HARDIE— Senior  Leaving  Certificate,  Normal  School  Graduate— Art  and 
Assistant  in  English  and  Science. 

E.  L.  BURRILL— Specialist,  Commercial  Science— Bookkeeping  and  Penmanship. 

Department  of  Music 

DAN.  A.  CAMERON— Director,  Vocal  Department— Baritone  Soloist  and  Choir  Con¬ 
ductor  Bridge  Street  Church,  Belleville.  Conductor  Philharmonic  Sociefv 
Belleville.  Vocal,  Choral  and  Glee  Classes.  Ly’ 

LAURA  D.  LaVOIE— A.  T.  C.  M.,  A.  A.  G.  O.,  Medalist  and  Honor  Graduate— Directress 
Piano  Department. 

EVA  LaVOIE— A.  A.  C.  M.— Piano 

EDNA  WALLACE— A.  T.  Coll.  M.,  Medalist  and  Honor  Graduate— Piano. 

BERTHA  GROSSKURTH— Senior  University  and  A.  A.  C.  M.— Piano. 

PEARL  MCDONALD— Undergraduate— Piano. 

Commercial  Science 

E.  L.  BURRILL— Commercial  Science  Specialist.  Graduate,  Toronto  Business  College 
Graduate,  Albert  Business  College.  Late  Teacher,  Mt.  Allison— Ac¬ 
counting,  Auditing,  Penmanship,  Etc. 

JENNIE  M.  HUGHSON— Graduate,  Albert  Business  College— Shorthand  and  Type¬ 
writing. 

Fine  Arts 

FANNY  STRONG— Graduate,  Ontario  School  of  Art,  etc.— Painting  in  Oils  and  Water 
Colors,  China  Painting,  Advanced  Drawing,  etc. 

Expression. 

JBSSIE  B.  TUITE— Graduate,  Albert  College  ;  pupil  of  Professor  Beddic,  Edinburgh 
Scotland ;  pupil  of  Owen  A.  Smiley,  Toronto,  Ont.— Expression,  Voice 
Culture,  Drama,  Etc. 

Domestic  Science 

ELLA  M.  SPARGO— Graduate,  Ontario  Department  of  Education. 

Physical  Culture 

MARGUERITE  HUGHES— Directress,  Calisthenics,  Etc. 

MR.  POWERS— (Y.  M.  C.  A.  Belleville)— Director,  General  Gymnastics. 


COURSES  OF  STUDY 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 


Collegiate  Course— Embodying  Elective  Undergraduate  studies. 

Junior  and  Senior  Matriculation— In  Arts,  Civil  Engineering  and  Royal  Military  Col¬ 
lege,  Law,  Medicine  and  Theology. 

Teachers’  Course— Junior  and  Senior  Leaving. 

Conference  Preliminary  Course— Prescribed  by  the  General  Conference  of  the  Metho¬ 
dist  Church. 

5.  Business  College  Courses— Comprising  Primary  and  Advanced  Accounting,  Shorthand, 

Typewriting,  Civil  Service  and  Chartered  Accountancy,  etc. 

6.  Musical  Courses— Comprising  full  Conservatory  Courses  in  Piano,  Pipe  Organ  Violin, 
Harmony  and  Theory  of  Music,  etc. 

Course  in  Fine  Arts— Embracing  Painting,  Drawing,  etc. 

Course  in  Expression— Vocal  Culture,  Drama,  etc. 

Courses  in  Domestic  Science. 

Physical  Culture  Course. 

Alexandra  Ladies’  College  Courses— “Leading  to  M.  L.  A.  and  M.  M.  L. . 


7. 

8. 
6. 

10. 

11. 


N.B. — For  full  information  write  PRINCIPAL  BAKER 


